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R EM ARKS 

OM 

THE PLOT, THE FABLE, AND CONSTRUCTION 

or 

THE LIFE AND DEATH OF 

KING RICHARD III. 



This tragedy^ though it is called the life and death 
of this prince, comprises, at most, but the last eight 
years of his time ; for it opens with Creorge duke of 
Clarence being clapped up in the Tower, which 
happened in the beginiung of the year 1477 i and 
closes with the death of Richard at Bosworth-fidd, 
which battle was fought on the 22d of August, in the 
year 1485. Theobald. 

The oldest known edition of this tragedy is printed 
for Andrew Wise, 1697; but Harrington, in hia 
Apologie rfPoetrie, written 1590, and prefixed to the 
translation of Ariosto, Bsys, that a tragedy of Bichard 
ike Third, had been acted at Cambridge. His words 
are, '' For tragedies, to omit other fimous tragedies, 
'' that which was played at St. John's in Cambridge, of 
" Richard the Third, would move, I think, Phalaris 
^' the tyrant, and terrifie all Qrrannous minded men^ 



He most pnobably means Shakspeait's i and if io, 
we may argue, that there is some more ancient edidon 
of this play than what I have mentioned : at least 
this shews how early Shakspeare's play appeared ; or 
if some other Bichard the Third is here alluded to by 
Harrington^ that a pl^ on this subject preceded our 
author's. w a rt o n . 

It appears from the following passage in the pre&ce 
to Nash's Have with you to Saffron Walden, or Gabriel 
Harvetfs Hunt is up, 15g6, that a Latin tragedy of 
K* Rich, III. had been acted at Trinity-college^ 

Cambridge : '* or his fellow codshead, that in 

the Latine tragedie of King Richard, cried — Ad vrbs, 
ad urbs, ad urbs, when his whole part was no more 
than — Urbs, Urbs, ad arma, ad armaJ" steevems. 

The play on this subject mentioned by Sir John 
Harrington in his Apohgie for Poetrie, I5gi, and 
sometimes mistaken for Shakspeare's^ was a Latin one^ 
written by Dr. Legge ; and acted at St. John's in our 
university, some years before 1588, the date of the 
copy in the Museum. This appears fix>m a better 
MS. in our library at Emmanuel^ with the names of 
the original performers. farmer. 

This is one of the most cdebrated of our authour's 
performances; yet I know not whether it has not 
happened to him as to others^ to be praised most, 
when praise is not most deserved. That this play has 
scenes noble in themselves, and very well contrived 
to strike in the exhibition, can not be denied. But 
some parts are trifling, others ^locking, and some 
improbable. . j o h n s o n • 



Persons Represented. 



King Edward the Fourth. 

Edwaed, Prince o/ Wales, afier^ i^^^ ^^ ^^ 
XDords King Edward V, i K' 

Richahd, Duke of YouK, ) 

George, ^u^eo/CLARENCB, ^Brothers to 

KiCHARD, Duke (^ Gloster, oft^- > the K' 
foardt King Richard III. ) ^' 

A young Son of Clarence. 

He NET, -Bar/ ^ Richkond, afterwards King 
Hmry VII. 

Cardinal BovRCH J ^n. Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Thomas Roth era m. Archbishop of York. 

John Morton, Bishop of Ely. 

Duke o/*Buckinoham. 

JDttAf of Norfolk t Earl of SvnnEY, his' Son. 

Earl Rivers, brother to King Edward^ s Queen: 

Marquis of Dorset, and Lord Gret, her Sons, 

Earl of OxTORD. Xarct Hastings. Xorrf Stan- 
ley. Lord LovEL. 

&> Thomas Va UGH AN. S/r Richard Ratclifp. 

Sir William Catesby. Sir James Tyrrel. 

5fr James Blount. Sir Walter Herbert. 

SirBoREKT Brakevbvry, Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Christopher Urswick, a Priest. Another Priest. 

Lord Mayor (f London, Sheriff of Wiltshire. 

Elizabeth, Queen of King Edward IV. 
Margaret, widow of King Henry VI. 



Duchess of Yoek^ fiwther to King Edward IV, Cta» 

rence, and Gloster. 
Lady Anne, isidafa of Edward Prince of Wales, son to 

King Henry Vh ; afterwards married to the dmke of 

Gloster. 
A young daughter of Clarence. 

Lords, and other Attendants; two Gentlemen, a Pur^ 
swcant, Scrroener, Citizens, Murderers, Messengers, 
Ghosts, Soldiers, SfC. 

SCENE, England. 



LIFE AND DEATH 

KING RICHARD III. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

Londtm. A Street. 

Enter Gloster. 

Ohster. Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorioos summer by this sun of York $ 
And all the cloods^ that lowr'd upon our house^ 
In the deep bosom of the ocean bury'd. 
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths $ 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments $ 
Our stem alarums chang'd to meny meetings^ 
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
Grim-vi8ag*d war hath smooth'd his wrinkled front; 
And now^^instead of mounting barbed steeds^ 
To fright the souls of fearfid adversaries^— 
He ' capers nimbly in a lady's chamber. 
To the lasdvious pleasing of a lute. 
But I, — that am not shap'd for sportive tricks. 
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 
I, that am rudely stomp'd^ and want love's majesty. 
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To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 
I, that am curtall'd of this fair proportion^ 
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature. 
Deformed, unfinished, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up. 
And that so lamely and un&shionable^ 
That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them ; — 
Why I, in this weak piping time of peace. 
Have no delight to pass away the time 5 
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun. 
And descant on mine own deformity : 
And therefore, — since I cannot prove a lover. 
To entertain these fair well-spoken days,-— 
I am determined to prove a villain. 
And hate the idle pleasures of these da3rs. 
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous. 
By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams. 
To set my brother Clarence, and the king. 
In deadly hate the one against the -other : 
And, if king Edward be as true and just. 
As I am subtle, false, and treacherous. 
This day should Clarence closely be mew*d up ; 
About a prophecy, which says — that G 
Of Edward*8 heirs the murderer shall be. 
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul ! here Clarence 
comes. 

Enter Clarekce, guarded, ffff(/BRAK£NBURT. 

Brother, good day : What means this armed guard. 
That waits upon your grace? 
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Cidr» His majesty^ 

Tendering my person's safety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glo. Upon what cause ? 

C/a. Because my name is— Creorge* 

Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours 5 
He should, for that, conmiit your godfathers: 
O, belike, his majesty hath some intent. 
That you shall be new christened in the Tower. 
But what's the matter, Clarence ? may I know ? 

Clar, Yea, Richard, when I know j for, I protest. 
As yet I do not : But, as I can learn. 
He hearkens afler prophecies, and dreams ; 
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 
And says— a wizard told him, that by G 
His issue disinherited should be ; 
And, for my name of George begins with G, 
It follows in his thought, that I am he : 
lliese, as I learn, and such like toys a& these. 
Have mov'd his highness to commit me now. 

Glo, Why, this it is, when men are rulM by wo- 
men:— 
*Tis not the king, that sends you to the Tower } 
My lady Grey his wife, Clarence, 'tis she. 
That tempers him to this extremity. 
Was it not she, and that good man of worship, 
Antony Woodeville, her brother there. 
That made him send lord Hastings to the Tower 
From whence this present day he is deliver'd ? 
We are not safe, Clarence, we are not safe. 
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Clar. By heaven, I think, there is no man secure. 
But the queen*s kindred, and night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and mistress Shore. 
Heard you not, what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery ? 

Glo, Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 
1*11 tell you what, — I think, it is our way. 
If we will keep in favour with the king. 
To be her men, and wear her livery : 
The jealous o*er-worn widow, and herself. 
Since that our brother dubb*d them gentlewomen. 
Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Brak. 1 beseech your graces both to pardon me j 
His majesty hath straitly given in charge. 
That no man shall have private conference. 
Of what degree soever, with his brother, 

Glo. Even so ? an please your worship, Braken* 
bury. 
You may partake of any thing we say : 
We speak no treason, man ^ — We say, the king 
Is wise, and virtuous 5 and his noble queen 
Well struck in years ; fair, and not jealous :— 
We say, that Shore*8 wife hath a pretty foot, 
A cherry lip, 

A bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue ; 
And the queen* s kindred are made gentlefolks : 
How say you, sir ? can you deny all this ? 

Brak, With this, my lord, myself have nought to 
do« 
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Glo. Naught to do with mistress Shore? I tell 
thee^ fellow. 
He that doth nanght with her, excepting one^ 
Were best to do it secretly, alone. 

Brak, What one, my lord ? 

Gh. Her husband, knave : — ^Would*st thou betray 
me? 

Brak, I beseech your grace to pardon me; and, 
withal. 
Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 

Clar, We know thy charge, Brakenbuiy, and will 
obey. 

Glo. We are the queen's abjects, and must obey. 
Brother, &rewell : I will unto die king 5 
And whatsoe'er you will employ me in>— 
Were it, to call king Edward's widow — sister,— 
I will perform it, to enfiianchise 3rou. 
Mean time, this deep disgrace in brotheriiood. 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar. I know, it pleaseth neither of us well. 

Glo, Well, your imprisonment shall not be long 5 
I will deliver you, or else lie for you : 
Mean time, have patience. 

Clar. I must perforce; &rewell. 

[Exeunt Clarence, Brakenbury, and Guard. 

Glo, Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er return. 
Simple, plain Clarence ! — I do love thee so. 
That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven. 
If heaven will take the present at our hands. 
But who comes here ? Uie new-deliver'd Hastings ? 
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£ii/^ Hastings. 



Hati. Good time of day unto my gracious lord ! 

Glo, As much unto my good lord chamberlain ! 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 
How hath your lordship brook'd imprisonment ? 

Hast, With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must: 
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks. 
That were the cause of my imprisonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt 5 and so shall Clarence 
too5 
For they, that were your enemies, are his. 
And have prevail'd as much on him, as you. 

Hast, More pity, that the eagle should be mew*d. 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Gh, What news abroad ? 

Hast, No news so bad abroad, as this at home ; — 
The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy. 
And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Glo, Now, by saint Paul, this news is bad indeed. 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long. 
And over-much consum*d his royal person ; 
*Yia very grievous to be thought upon. 
What, 'is he in his bed ? 

Hast. He is. 

Glo, Go you before, and I will follow you. 

I Exit Hastmgf, 
He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die. 
Till George be pack*d with posthorse up to heaven. 
Ill in, to urge his hatred more to Qarence, 
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With lieg well steel'd with weighty arguments | 

And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to live : 

Which done, God take king Edward to his mercy. 

And leave the world for me to bustle in ! 

For then Til marry Warwick's youngest* daughter : 

What though I killed her husband, and her &ther ? 

The readiest way to make the wench amends. 

Is — to became her husband, and her &ther : 

The which will I ) not all so much for love^ 

As for another secret close intent. 

By marrying her, which I must reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horse to matket : 

Clarence still breathes -, Edward still lives, and reigns; 

When they are gone, then must I count my gains. 

lExU. 

SCENE 11. 

The Same, Another Street. 

Enter the corpse of King Hen at the Sixth, borne in 
an open coffin. Gentlemen bearing halberds, to guard 
it; and Lady Akne as mourner, 

Anne, Set down, set down your honourable load,<—i 
If honour may be shrouded In a hearse,-*- 
Whilst I a while obsequiously lament 
The untimely &11 of virtuous Lancaster.^- 
Poor key-cold figure of a holy king ! 
Pale ashes of the hpuse of Lancaster ! 



( 
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Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood ! 
Be it lawfiil that I invocate thy ghosts 
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughtered son, 
Stabb'd by the self-same hand that made these 

wounds ! 
Lo, ih these windows, that let forth thy life, 
I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes :— 
O, cursed be the hand, that made these holes ! 
Cursed the heart, that had the heart to do it ! 
Cursed the blood, that let this blood from hence ! 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch. 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee. 
Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads. 
Or any creeping venom*d thing that lives ! 
If ev^r he have child, abortive be it. 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light. 
Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 
May fright the hopeful mother at the view ; 
And that be heir to his unhappiness ! 
If ever he have wife, let her be made 
More miserable by the death of him. 
Than I am made by my young lord, and thee ! — 
Come, now, toward Chertsey with your holy load. 
Taken from Paul*s to be interred there 5 
And, sdll as you are weary of the weight. 
Rest you, whiles I lament king Heniy's corse* 

[The Bearers take vp the corpse, and advance* 
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Enter Gloster. 



Glo. Stay yoa, that bear the corse, and set it down. 

Anne. What black magician conjures np tlus fiend. 
To stop devoted charitable deeds } 

Glo, Villains, set down the corse ; or, by smnt Paul, 
m make a corse of him that disobeys. 

1 Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass. 

Glo. Unmanner'd dog ! stand thou when I com- 
mand: 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast. 
Or, by saint Pftul, 1*11 strike thee to my foot. 
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

[Tke bearers set down the coffin. 

Anne, What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid ? 
Alas, I blame you not ; for you are mortal. 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.— 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell ! 
Thou had'st but power over his mortal body. 
His soul thou canst not have; therefore, be gone. 

Gio, Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst. 

Anne* Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, and trouble 
us not> 
For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, 
Fill'd it with cursing cries, and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds. 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries : — 
O, gentlemen, see, see ! dead Henry's wounds 
Open their congeal'd mouths, and bleed afresh 'I-^ 
Slushy Uushf thou lump of foul deformity ; 
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For 'tis thy presence that exhales this blood 

From cold and empty velns> where no blood dwells j 

Thy deed, inhuman, and unnatural. 

Provokes this deluge most unnatural.-— 

O God, which this blood mad*st, revenge his death ! 

O earth, which this blood drink*8t, revenge his death! 

Either^ heaven, with hghtxyng strike the munteer 

dead, 
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick ; 
As thou dost swallow up this good king*s blood. 
Which his hell-govem*d arm hath butchered! 

Glo, Lady, you know no rules of charity. 
Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 

Arnie, Villain, thou know'st no law of God nor 
man; 
No beast so fierce, but knows some touch of pity. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beast. 

Anne, O wonderful, when devils tell the truth ! 

Glo, More wonderful, when angels are so angry.«-» 
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman. 
Of these supposed evils, to give me leave. 
By circumstance, but to acquit myself. 

Anne, Vouchsafe, difius*d infection of a man. 
For these known evils, but to give me leave. 
By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 

Gb. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee^ thou caoat 
make 
No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 
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Oh. Bj such despair, I shoold accuse mjself. 

Anne. And, by despairing, shalt thou stand excus'd; 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself. 
That didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 

Glo. 3«y, that I slew them not ? 

Anne. Why then, they are not dead t 

But dead they are, and, devilidi slave, by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

Amie. Why, then he is alive. 

Clom Nay, he is dead; and slain by £dward*s hand. 

Anne, In thy soul's throat thou liest ; queen Mar« 
garetsaw 
Thy murderous ^ulchion smoking in his blood 1 
The which thou once didst bend against her breast^ 
But that thy brothers beat aside the point. 

Gh. I was provoked by her sland'rous tongue. 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders. 

Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind. 
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries : 
Didst thou not kill this king ? 

Glo. I grant ye. 

Anne. Dost grant me, hedge-hog? then, God grant 
me too, 
/Thou may*st be danmed for that wicked deed ! 
' O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. 

Glo. The fitter for the King of heaven that hath 
him. 

Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt never 
come. 

VOL. IX. c 
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Glo. Let him thank me> that holp to send him 
thither; 
For he was filter for that place^ than earth. 

Anne, And thou unfit for anjF place, but hell. 

Gh, Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name 
it. 

Anne, Some dungeon, 

Glo. Your bedchamber. 

^lutr. Ill rest betide the chamber where thou liest! 

Glo. So will it, madam, 'till I lie with you« 

Anne, I hope so. 

Glo, I know so. — But, gentle lady Anne,-^ 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits. 
And &11 somewhat into a slower method jo- 
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry, and £dward. 
As blameful as the executioner ? 

Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most accurs'd efiecL 

Glo, Your beauty was the cause of that efiect> 
Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep. 
To undertake, the death of all the world. 
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 

Anne, If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide. 
These n^ls should rend that beauQr fix)m my cheeks^ 

Glo, These eyes could not endure that beauty*! 
wreck. 
You should not blemish it, if I stood by : 
As all the world is cheered by the sun^ 
So I by that; it is my day, my Ufs. 
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Jnne. Black night o'ershade thy day, and death thy 
life! 

Gh, Curse not thyself, fair creature; thou art 
both. 

AtmeA would I were, to be reveng*d on thee. 

Glo, It is a quarrel most unnatural. 
To be revenged on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable. 
To be reveng*d on him that kiU'd my husband. 

Glo, He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband^ 
Did It to help thee to a better husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 

Gio. He lives, that loves you better than he could. 

Arme, Name him. 

Glo, Plantagenet. 

Anne. W^7> ^^ ^^'^^ ^^• 

Glo. The self-same name, but one of better nature* 

Anne. Where is he ? 

Gh. Here: [She ipUs at him.] Why 

dost thou spit at me ? 

Afme. 'Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake! 

Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a place. 

Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 
Out of my sight ! thou dost infect mine eyes. 

Glo, Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine. 

Anne. 'Would they were basilisks, to strike the9 
dead! 

Gh. I would they were, that I might die at once | 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
Those tjes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears^. 
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Sham*d their aspects with store of childish drops : 
These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear, — 
Not, when my father York and Edward wept. 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made. 
When black-i&c*d CUfford shook his sword at him : 
Nor when thy warlike &ther, like a child. 
Told the sad story of my father*s death 3 
And twenty times made pause, to sob, and weep. 
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks. 
Like trees bedash*d with rain : in that sad time. 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 
And what these sorrows could not thence exhale. 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 
I never su*d to friend, nor enemy ; 
My tongue could never learn sweet soothing word ; 
But now thy beauty is propo8*d my fee. 
My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to speak. 

[SAe looks scornfully at htm. 
Teach not thy lip such scorn ; for it was made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 
Jj) ! here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword ; 
Which if thou please to hide in this true breast. 
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly stroke. 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

[/fe lays his breast open; she offers at it xidih Uf 
sword. 
Nay, do not pause 5 for I did kill king Henry ;— 
JBut 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. 



/ 
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Nay, no^ despatch ; 'twas I that stabb'd jroung Ed- 
ward ; — [She again offers at his breast. 
But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 

IShe Ids fall the swords 
Take up the sword again, or take up me. 

Anne, Arise, dissembler 5 though I wish thy death, 
I will not be thy executioher. 

Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it« 

Anne, I have already. 

Glo, That was in thy rage : 

Speak it again, and, even with the word. 
This hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love. 
Shall, for thy love, kill a &r truer love ; 
To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary. 

Anne, I would, I knew thy heart. 

Glo. 'Tis figur'd in 

My tongue. 

Anne, I fear me, both are false. 

Glo. Then man 

Was never true. 

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 

Glo, Say then, my peace is made. 

Anne. That shall you know 

Hereafter. 

Glo, But shall I live in hope ? 

Anne. All men, 

I hope, live so. 

Gh. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Anne, To take, is not to give. 

[She puts on the ring. 
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Glo, Look^ how this ring encompasseth thy finger^ 
Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart j 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand. 
Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever. 

Anne. What is it ? 

Gh. That it may please you leave these sad designs 
To him that hath more cause to be a mourner. 
And presently repair to Crosby-place : 
Where — after I have solemnly interred. 
At Chertsey monast'ry this noble king, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, — 
I will with all expedient duty see you : 
For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you. 
Grant roe this boon. 

Anne, With all roy heart ; and much It joys me too. 
To see you are become so penitent. — 
Tressel, and Berkley, go along with me. 

Glo, Bid me farewel. 

Anne. 'Tis more than you deserve : 

But, since you teach me how to flatter you, 
* Imagine I have said &rewel already. 

[Exeunt Lady Anne, Tressel, and Berklet/. 

Glo. Take up the corse, sirs. 

Gen, Towards Chertsey, noble lord ? 

Glo. No, to White-Fryars j there attend my coming. 

[Exeunt the rest, with the corse. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo*d ? 
Was ever woman in this humour won ? 
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ril have her^ — but I will not keep her long. 

What ! I^ that killed her husband, and his father^ 

To take her in her hearths extremest hate ; 

With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes^ 

The bleeding witness of her hatred by ; 

With God, her conscience, and these bars against me^ 

And I no friends to back my suit withal^ 

But the plain devil, and dissembling looks. 

And }'et to win her, — all the world to nothing ! 

Ha! 

Hath she forgot already that brave prince^ 

Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months sinoe^ 

StabbVi in my angiy mood at Tewksbury ? 

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman,— 

Fram*d in the prodigality of nature. 

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal*,— 

The spacious world cannot again afibrd : 

And will she yet abase her eyes on me. 

That cropped the golden prime of this sweet prince. 

And made her widow to a woful bed ? 

On me, whose all not equals Edward's moiety ? 

On me, that halt, and am mishapen thus ? 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 

I do mistake my person all this while : 

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot. 

Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

I'll be at charges for a looking glass ; 

And entertain a score or two of tailors. 

To study fashions to adorn my body : 

Since I am crq>t in favour with myself^ 
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I will maintain it with some little cost. 

But, first, I'll turn yon' fellow in his grave j 

And then return lamenting to my love. — 

Shine out^ £iir sun, *till I have bought a glass. 

That I may see my shadow as I pass. [Exit 

SCENE IIL 

The Same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Queen Eliza beth. Lord Rivers, and Lord 

Grey. 

Riv, Have patience, madam $ there's no doubt, his 
majesty 
Will soon recover his accustom'd health. 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse: 
Therefore, for God's sake, entertain good comfort. 
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q. EH. If he were dead, what would betide of me ? 

Grey. No other harm, but loss of such a lord. 

Q. Eiiz. The loss of such a lord includes all harms/ 

Grey. Th^ heavens have bless'd you with a goo(Uy 
son. 
To be your comforter, when he is gone. 

Q. EUz, Ah, he is young $ and his minority 
Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloster, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Riv. Is it concluded, he shall be protector ? 

Q. £//z. It is determin'd, not concluded yet : 
But io it must be, if the king miscarry. 
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Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 

Crrey. Here come the lords of Buckingham and 
Stanley. 

Buck, Good time of day nnto jour royal grace ! 

Stan, God make your majesty joyfid as you have 
been ! 

Q. EHz. The countess Richmond^ good my lord 
of Stanley, 
To your good prayer will scarcely say — amen. 
Yetf Stanley, notwithstanding she's your wife. 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur*d, 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stan, 1 do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers ; 
Or, if she be accused on true report. 
Bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds 
From wa3rward sickness, and no grounded malice. 

Q. Eliz, Saw you the king to-day, my lord of Stanley ? 

Stan. But now, the duke of Buckingham, and I, 
Are come from visiting his majesty. 

Q. Eliz, What likelihood of his amendment, lords ? 

Buck, Madam, good hope j his grace speaks cheer- 
fuUy. 

Q. Eiiz. (rod grant him health! Did you confer 
with him ? 

Buck. Ay, madam : he desires to make atonement 
Between the duke of Gloster and your brothers. 
And between them and my lord chamberlain ; 
And sent to warn them to his royal presence. 
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Q. Eliz, Would all were well ! — But that will never 
be; — 
I fear^ our happiness is at the height. * 

Enter Gloster, Hastings^ and Dorset. 

Gh, They do me wrong, and I will not endure it :— 
Who are they, that complain unto the king. 
That I, forsooth, am stem, and love them not ? 
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly. 
That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours. 
Because I cannot flatter, and speak fair. 
Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive, and cog> 
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 
I must be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm^ 
But thus his simple truth must be abus*d 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks ? 

Grrtf, To whom in all this presence speaks your 
grace? 

Oh, To thee, that hast nor honesty, nor grace. 
When have I injur'd thee ? when done thee wrong ?— 
Or thee ?— or thee ?— or any of your faction ? 
A plague upon you all ! His royal grace, — 
Whom God preserve better than you would wish !— 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathhig-while. 
But you must trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Q. Eliz, Brother of Gloster, you mistake the 
matter : 
The king, of his own royal disposition. 
And not provok*d by any suitor else j 
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Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred. 
That in your outward action shows itself. 
Against my children, brothers, and myself. 
Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it. 

G/o, I cannot tell ; — The world is grown so bad. 
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch : 
Since every Jack became a gentleman, 
There*s many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. E/iz. Come, come^ we know your meaning, 
brother Gloster } 
You envy my advancement^ and my fHends ; 
God grant, we never may have need of you ! 

Glo. Meantime^ God grants that we have need of 
you : 
Our brother is imprisoned by your means. 
Myself disg^c'd, and the nobility 
Held in contempt } while great promotions 
Are daily given, to ennoble those 
That scarce, some two days since, were worth a noble. 

Q. Eliz, By Him, that raised me to this careful 
height 
From that contented hap which I enjoy*d, 
I never did incense his majesty 
Against the duke of Clarence, but have been 
An earnest advocate to plead for him. 
My lord, you do me shameful injury. 
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 

Glo, You may deny that you were not the cause 
Of my lord Hastings* late imprisonment. 
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Riv, She may, my lord j for— — 

Glo. She may, lord Rivers ? — why, who knows 
not so ? 
She m^ do more, sir, than denying that : 
She may help you te many fair preferments j 
And then deny her aiding hand therein. 
And lay those honours on your iiigh desert. 
What may she not? She may, — ay, marry, may 
she, — 

Riv, What, marry, may she ? 

G/o. What, marry, may she ? marry with a king, 
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too : 
I wis, your grandam had a worser n^atch. 

Q. Eliz. My lord of Gloster, I haVe too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter scofis : 
By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty. 
Of those gross taunts I often have endur*d. 
I had rather be a country servant-maid. 
Than a great queen, with this condition- 
To be so baited, scom'd, and stormed at : 
Small joy have I in being England's queen. 

Enter Queen Margaret, behind. 

Q. Mar, And lessen'd be that small, God, I be* 
seech thee! 
Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me. 

Glo. What ! threat you me with telling of the 
king > 
Tell him, and spare not -, look, what I have said 
I will avouch in presence of the king : 
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I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 
Tb time to speak, my pains are quite forgot. 

Q. Mar, Out, devil ! I remember them too well : 
Thou kill'dst my husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, v^y poor son, at Tewksbury. 

Gb, Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband king, 
I was a pack-horse in his great afl^irs ^ 
A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 
A liberal re warder of his friends ; 
To ro3ralize his blood, I spilt mine own. 

Q. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his, or 
thine. 

Glo, In all which time, you, and your husband 
Grey, 
Were factious for the house of Lancaster |— 
And, Rivers, so were you :-— Was not your husband 
In Margaret*s battle at saint Albans slain ? 
Let me put in your minds, if 3rou forget. 
What you have been ere now, and what you are'; 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 

Q. M&r, A murd'rous villain, and so still thou art. 

Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his fether Warwick, 
Ay, and forswore hiaiaelf,-^Which Jesu pardon ! — 

Q. Mar. Which Grod revenge ! 

Glo. To fight on £dward*s party, for the crown ; 
And, (oT his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up : 
I would to Ood, my heart were flint, like Edward's, 
Or Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine; 
I am too childish-foolish for this world* 
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Q. Mar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave this 
world. 
Thou cacodaemon ! there thy kingdom is. 

Ktv. My lord of Gloster, in those busy days. 
Which here you urge, to prove us enemies. 
We follow'd then our lord, our lawful king ; 
So should we you, if you should be our king. 

Glo. If I should be ? — I had rather be a pedlar : 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof! 

Q. Eliz. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose 
You should enjoy, were you this coimtry*s king ; 
As little joy you may suppose in me. 
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

Q. Mar, A little joy enjoys the queen thereof; 
For I am she, and altogether joyless. 
I can no longer hold me patient. — [Advancing^ 

* Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In sharing that which you have pill*d from me : 
Wl^ch of you trembles not, that looks on me ? 
If not, that, I being queen, you bow like subjects ; 
Yet that, by you deposed, you quake like rebels ? — 
Ah^ gentle villain, do not turn away ! 

Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what>mak*st thou in my 
sight ? 

Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou hast marr*d; 
That will I make, before I let thee go. 

Glo. Wert thou not banished, on pain of death ? 

Q.itfar* I was > but I do find more pain in baniih'^ 
ment;^ 
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Tliaa death can yield me here by my abode. 
A husband, and a son, thou ow'st to me, — 
And thou, a kingdom ) — all of you, allegiance : 
Thb sorrow that I have, by right is yours ; 
And all the pleasures you usurp, are mine. 

Glo^ The curse my noble father laid on thee, — 
'When thou didst crown his warlike brows with paper. 
And with thy scorns drew*8t rivers from his eyes ; 
And then, to dry them, gav*st the duke a clout, 
Steep'd in the ^ultless blood of pretty Rutland ; — 
His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denqunc*d s^inst thee, are all fallen upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 

Q. Eliz. So just is God, to right the innocent. 

Hast, O, 'twas the foulest deed, to slay that babe. 
And the most merciless, that e*er was heard of. 

Htv. T3rrants themselves wept when it was re- 
ported. 

Dora, No man but prophecy*d revenge for it. 

Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept to 
see it. 

Q. Mar, What ! were you snarling all, before I 
came. 
Ready to catch each other by the throat. 
And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 
Did York's dread curse prevail so much with heaven^ 
That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death. 
Their kingdom's loss, my woful banishment. 
Could all but answer for that peevish brat ? 
Can corses pierce the clouds^ and enter heaven?— 
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Why, then give way, dull doods, to my quick 

curses !— 
Though not by war, by surfeit die your king. 
As ours by murder, to make him a king ! 
Edward, thy son, that now is prince of Wales, 
For Edward my son, that was prince of Wales,. 
Die in his youth, by like untimely violence ! 
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen. 
Out-live thy glory, like my wretched self ! 
Long may'st thou live, to wail thy children's loss ; 
And see another, as I see thee now, 
Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art staird in mine ! 
Long die thy happy days before thy death ; 
And, afler many lengthen*d hours of grief. 
Die neither mother, wife, nor £ngland*s queen ! — 
Rivers, — and Dorset, — you were standers by,— 
And so wast thou, lord Hastings, — when my son 
Was stabb'd with bloody daggers ; God, I pray him. 
That none of you may live your natural age. 
But by some unlook'd accident cut off! 

Glo, Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither'd 
hag. 

Q. Mar. And leave out thee ? stay, dog, for thou 
shalt hear me. 
If heaven have any grievous plague in store. 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 
O, let them keep it, till thy sins be ripe. 
And then hurl down their indignation 
On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace ! 
Tlie worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul I 
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TI17 friends suspect for traitors while thou liv*st> 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest fnends ! 
No sleep dose dp that deadly eye of thine^ 
Unless it be while some tormenting dream 
AfirightB thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 
Thou elvish-mark'd, abortive^ rooting hog ! 
Thou that wast seal'd in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, and the son of hell ! 
Thou slander of thy mother's heavy womb ! 
Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins ! 
Tliou rag of honour ! thou detested—* 

6/0. Margaret. 

Q. Mar. Richard ! 

Glo. Ha > 

Q. Mar. I call thee not. 

Gib. I cry thee mercy then ; for I did thmk> 
That thou had'st call'd me all these bitter names. 

Q. Mar. Why, so I did ; but look'd for no reply. 
O, let me make the period to my curse. 

Glo, 'Tis done by me ; and ends in — Margaret 

Q. Eliz. Thus have 3rou breath'd your curse against 
yourself. 

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my 
fortune ! 
Why strew'st thou sugar on that bottled spider ^j» 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about ? 
Fool, fool ! thou whet'st a knife to kill thyself. 
The day will come, that thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee curse this pois'nous bunch-backM toad. 

VOL. IX. o 
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Host. False-bodiDg woman, end thy frantick curse; 
Lest, to thy harm, thou move our patience. 

Q. Mar, Foul shame upon you! you have all 

mov'd mine. 
"BJfo, Were you well serv'd, you would be taught 

your duty. 
Q. Mar, To serve me well, you all should do me 
duty. 
Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects : 
O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty. 
Dor, Dispute not with her, she is lunatick. 
Q. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are malapert : 
Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current^ : 
O, that your young nobility could judge. 
What 'twere to lose it, and be miserable ! 
They that stand high, have many blasts to shake 

them; 
And, if they fall, they dash themselves to pieces. 
Gh. Good counsel, marry; — learn it, learn it, 

marquis. 
Dor. It touches you, my lord, as much as me. 
Glo. Ay, and much more : but I was born so high, 
Oor suery buildeth in the cedar's top. 
And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun. 
Q. Mar. And turns the sun to shade; — alas! 
alas! — 
Witness my son, now in the shade of death ; 
Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 
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Yoar aieiy baildeth in oar aiery's nest :— ■ 
O God, that see*st it, do not suffer it j 
As it was won with blood, lost be it so ! 

Buck, Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity. 
Q, Mar, Urge neither charity nor shame to me ; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt. 
And shamefvdly by you my hopes are butcher'd« 
My charity is outrage, life my shame, — 
And in my shame still live my sorrow*s rage ! 
Buck, Have done, have done. 
Q. Alar, O princely Buckingham, I kiss thy hand. 
In sign of league and amity with thee : 
Now hk befal thee, and thy noble house ! 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood. 
Nor thou within the compass of my curse. 

Buck, Nor no one here ; £ot curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

Q. Mar. I'll not believe but they ascend the sky. 
And there awake Grod*s gentle-sleeping peace. 
O Buckingham, beware of yonder dogi 
Look, when he £iwn8, he bites ; and, when he bites^ 
His venom tooth will rankle to die death ; 
Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 
Sin, death, and hell, have set their marks on him ; 
And all their ministers attend on him. 
Glo, What doth she say, my lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. 
Q. Mar, What, dost thou scorn me for my gentle 
counsel ? 
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And sooth the devil that I warn thee from ? 

0> bat remember this another daj*^ 

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow f 

And say^ poor Margaret was a prophetess.— • 

Live each of you the subjects to bis hate^ 

And he to yours, and aU of you to God's ! [£xtV« 

Hast, My haur doth stand on end to hear her curses. 

Rh. And so doth itiine ; 1 muse, why she's at li'« 
berty. 

Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's holy mother > 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

Q. JB/fz. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 

Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong. 
I was too hot to do some body good. 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Many, as for Clarence, he is well repay 'd; 
*He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains $ — 
God pardon them that are the cause thereof ! 

Riv. A virtuous and a christian-like conclusion^ 
To pray for them that have done scath to us. 

Glo. So do I ever, being well advis'd j — 
For had I curs*d now, 1 had curs'd myself. [A$idt, 

Enter Cates^y. 

Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call lor you/^^ 
And for your gTace,-^and you, my noble lords. 
Q. EU%. Catesby, I com9 ; — Lords, will you ga 
with me ? 
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Rh. Madam, we will attend upon 3rour graee. 

lExamt aU but Ghgtffr 

Glo. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl« 
The secret mischiefs that I set abroach^ 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence,— whom 1, indeed, have laid in darkness/— 
I do beweep to many simple gulls ; 
Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buddn^am; 
And cell them — *tis the queen and her allies. 
That stir the king against the duke my brother* 
Now they believe it j and withal whet me 
To be reveb^d on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: 
But then I sigh, and, with a piece of scripture^ 
Tdl theiH— that God bids us do good for evi} ; 
And thtis I clothe my naked villainy 
With old odd ends, stol*n forth of holy wilt $ 
An4 seem a saint, when most I play the devil. 

Enter two Murderers. 

Bat soft, here come my executioners.-^ 
How now, my hardy, stout, resolved mates ? 
Are you now going to despatch tins thing ? 

} Murd. We are, my lord ; and come to hare die 
warrant. 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

OIo. Well thought upon, I have it here about me ; 

[Crioe$ the warrant. 
When yon have done, repair to Crosby-place. 
But, sirs, be sudden in the execution^ 
Withal obduratp/ do not l^e^r him pleadi 



» KING RICHARD III. 

For Ckrence is well spoken^ and perhaps. 

May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 

1 Murd. Tat, tut, my lord, we will not stand to prate. 
Talkers are no good doers ; be assur'd. 
We go to use our hands, and not our tongues. 

Glo. Your eyes drop millstones, when fools* eye» 
drop tears : 
I like you, lads ; — about your business strait ; 
Go, go, despatch. 

1 MurtL We will, my noble lord. [Examt, 

SCENE IF. 

The Same. A Room in the Tower. 
£ft^er Clarskcs oim/Beakenbury. 

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-day? • 

Clar. O, I have pass'd a miserable night. 
So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights. 
That, as I am a christian faithfid man, 
I would not spend another such a night. 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days -, 
So full of dismal terror was the time, 

Brak. What was your dream, my lord ? I pray 
you, tell me. 

Clar. Methought, that I had broken from the 
Tower, 
And was embark'd to cross to Burgundy ; 
And, in my company, my brother Gloster : 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
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Upon the hatches -, thence we look*d toward England^ 

And cited up a thousand heavy times^ 

During the wars of York and Lancaster 

That had he£dl*n us. As we pac*d along 

Upon the giddy footing of the hatches^ 

Methought> that Gloster stumbled ; and^ in fallings 

Struck me, that thought to stay him, over-board. 

Into the tumbling billows of the main. 

O Lord ! methought, what pain it was to drown! 

What dreadful noise of watsr in mine ears ! 

What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 

Methoughty I saw a thouf^and fearful wrecks ; 

A thousand men, that fishes gnaw*d upon j 

Wedges of gold, great ancjiors, h^raps qf pearly 

Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels. 

All scatter'd in the bottom of the sea^ 

Some Jay in dead men's skulls ; and, in those holes 

Where eyes 4id once inhabit, there were crept 

(As 'twere in scorn of eyes,} reflecting gems. 

That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep. 

And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatter'd by. 

Brak. Had you such leisure in the time of death. 
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep ? 

Clar» Methought, I had ; and often did I stride 
To 3rield the ghost : but still the envious flood 
Kept in mj soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast, and wand'ring air; 
But smother'd it within my panting bulk, 
Whipb fdmost burst to belch it |jn thp se^. 
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Brak, Awak*d you not with this sore agony ? 

Clar. Oy noi my dream was lengthen'd afler 
lifer 
O, then began the tempest to my soul ! 
I pass*d^ methoughtj the melancholy Bibod, 
With, that grim ferryman which poets write of. 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 
The first that there did greet my stranger soul, 
Was my great fether-in-law, renowned Waiwick j 
Who cry'd aloud,— I^Aci^ *cowrge/or/>«7»ry 
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence f 
And so he vanished : Then came wand'ring by 
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood \ and he shriek*d out aloud,— 
Clarence is comCf-^falsefJleeting, perjured Clarence, 
That stabbed me in the Jield by TetDkesbvry ; — 
Seize on him, furies, take him to your torments /— 
With that, mediought, a legion of foul fiends 
£nviron*d me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise, ^ 

I trembling wak'd, and, for a season afto^ 
Could not believe but that I was in hdl; 
Such terrible unpresnon made my dream. 

Brak. fio marvel, lord, though it affrighted you ; 
I am afi^id, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Clar, O, Brakenbury, I have done these things,-— 
That now give evidence against my soul,— 
For Edward's sakej and, see, how he requites me; — 
O God ! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee> 
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But thou wilt be avenged on my misdeeds^ 
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 
Q, spare my guiltless wife, and my poor children I— 
I pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me } 
My soul is heayy, and I fain would sksep. 
Brak. I will, my lord ; God give your grace good 
rest !— - [Clar. repo$e$ hinudfon a chair ^ 
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours. 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night 
Princes have but their titles for their glories. 
An outward honour for an inward toil i 
And, for unfelt imaginations. 
They often feel a woild of restless cares : 
So that, between their titles, and low name. 
There's nothing differs but the outward £nne« 

Enter the two Murderers. 

1 Murd. Ho ! who^s here ? 
Brak. What would'st thou, fbllow ? andhowcam'st 
thou hither ? 

1 Mwd. I would speak with Clarence, and I came 
hither on my legs. 

Brak. What, so brief ? 

2 Murd. O, sir, 'tis better to be brief, than te« 

dious : — 
Let him see our commission ; talk no more. 

[A paper it delivered to Brakenbury, who reads iif. 
Brak, I am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Qaience to your hands :— 



\ 
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I will not reason what is meant hereby. 
Because I will be guiltless of the meaning. 
Here are the keys -, — there sits the duke asleep : 
I'll to the king ; and signify to him. 
That thus I have resign*d to you my charge. 

1 Mttrd, You may, sir; 'tis a point of wisdom : 
Fare you well. [Exit Brak. 

2 Murd. What, shall we stab him as he sleeps } 

i Murd, No; he'll say, *twas done cowardly, whea 
he wakes. 

2 Murd, When he wakes ! why, fool, he shall 
never wake until the great judgement day. 

1 Murd. Why, then he*ll say, we stabb'd him' 
sleeping. 

2 Murd, The urging of that word, judgement, hath 
bred a kind of remorse in me. 

1 Murd, What ? art thou afraid ? 

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it ; 
but to be damn*d for killing him, from the which 
no warrant can defend nrre. 

J Murd. I thought thou had'st been resolute. 
2 Murd, So I am, to let him live. 

1 Murd. ril back to the duke of Gloater^ and tell 
him so. 

2 Murd. Nay, I pr*ythee, stay a little : I hope, this 
holy humour of mine will change ; it was wont to 
hold me but while one would tell twenty. 

1 Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now ? 

2 Murd, 'Faith, some certain dregs of conscience 
are yet within me. 
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1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed's 
done. 

2 Mmrd. Come, he dies ; I had forgot the reward. 

1 Mmrd. Whereas thy conscience now ? 

2 Murd. In the duke of Gloster's purse. 

1 Murd. So, when he opens his purse to give us 
our reward, thy conscience flies out 

2 Murd. Tis no matter $ let it go; there's few, or 
none, will entertain it. 

1 Murd. What, if it come to thee again ? 

2 J^rd. 1*11 not meddle with it, it is a daqgerous 
thing, it makes a man a coward } a man cannot steal, 
but it accusieth him f a man cannot swear, but. it 
checks him i a man cannot lie with his neighbour's 
wife, but it detects him: *Tis a blushing ahame* 
fac*d spirit, that mutinies in a man's bosom ; it fills 
one full of obstacles : it made me once restore a purse 
of gold, that by chance I found ; it beggars any wan 
that keeps it: it is turn'dout of all towns and cities 
for a dangerous thing *, and every man, that means to 
Uve well, endeavours to trust to himself, and live 
without it. 

1 Murd* *Zounds, It is even now at my elbow, per- 
suading me not to kill the duke. 

2 Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe' 
him not : be would insinuate with thee, but to make' 
thee sigh. 

1 Murd. I am strong-fram'd, he cannot prevail with 
me. 
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2 Mutd. Spoke lilre a tall fellow/ that n^spectsiiif 
reputation. Come^ shall we Ml to work ? 

1 Murd. Take him orer the costard with the hilts 
of thy sword^ and then throw him into the malmsey- 
butt^ in the next room. 

2 Murd, O excellent device ! and make a sop of 
him. 

1 Murd. SoU ! he wakes. 

2 Murd. Strike. 

1 Murd. No, we'll reason with him. 

Clar. Where art thou, keeper? gi^e me a cup of 

wine. 
1 Murd, You shall have wine enou^^ zay lord, 

anon. 
Clar. In God*i name, what art thoui 
1 Murd. A man, as you are. 
Chr. But noty as I am> royd. 
1 Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 
Clar. Thy voice is thunder, bqt thy looks are 

humble. 
1 Murd, My voice is now the king's, my looka 

mine owa. 
Clajt. How dMrkly, and how deadly dost thou 

speak! 
Your eyes do menace me : Why look you pale ? 
Who sent you hither ? Wherefore do you ooq;^ } 
Both Murd. To, to, to,— 
Clar. To murder me? 
Beak Murd. Ay, ay. 
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Clar. Yoa scaxcdy hare the hearts to tdl me io. 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends^ have I ofiended you ? 

1 Murd. (Mended us you have not^ but the king. 
Clar, I shall be reconcil'd to him again^ 

2 Murd. Never, my lord $ therefore prepare to die. 
Clar, Are you call'd fc^rth from out a world of 

men. 
To slay the innocent ? What is my ofience ? 
Where is the evidence that doth accuse me ? 
What lawful quest/^ have given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge? or who pronotmc'd 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence* death ? 
Before! be convict by course of law. 
To threaten me with death, is most unlawful. 
1 charge you, as you hope for any goodness. 
By Christ's dear blood shed for our grievous sins^ 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me ; 
The deed you imdertake is damnable. 

J Mwrd. What we will do, we do upon command. 

2 Mwrd. And he, that hath commanded, is oue 
king. 

Clar. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of kings 
Hath in the table of his law commanded. 
That thou shalt do no murder t Wilt thou then 
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's ? 
Take heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hand. 
To hurl upon their heads that break bis law. 

2 Mwrd. And that same vengeance doth he luirl on 
*ee, ^ 
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For hlte forswearing, and for murder too : 
Thou didst receive the sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 

1 Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didst break that vow; and, with thy treacherous 

blade, 
Unrip'dst the bowels of thy sovereign's son. 

2 Murd, Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and 

defend. 

1 Murd» How canst thou urge (jod's dreadful law 
to us. 
When thou hast broke it in duch dear degree ? 

Clar, Alas I for whose sake did I that ill deed ? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake : 
He sends you not to murder me for this y 
For in that sin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O, know you, that he doth it publickly ; 
Take not the quarrel bota his powerful arm ; 
He needs no indirect nor lawless course. 
To cut off those that have ofiended him. 

1 Murd. Who made thee then a bloody minbter. 
When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet, 
That princely novice, was struck dead by thee ? 

Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 

1 Murd, Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy 
feult. 
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me ; . 
I am his brother, and I Jiove him well. 
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If joti are hir*d for meed^ go back agaihi 
And I will send you to my brother Gloster ^ 
Who shall reward you better for my life^ 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 
. 2 Murd. You are deceived, your brodier Gloster 
hates you. 

Clar. O, no ; he loves me, and he holds me deaf: 
Go you to h|m from me. 

Boik Murd. Ay, so we will. 

Ciar: Tell him, when that our princely father Yoik 
Bless'd his three sons with his victorious arm. 
And charg'd us from his s«ul to lave each other. 
He little thought of this divided friendship : 
Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep. 

1 Murd. Ay, mill-stones; as he lesson'd us td. 
weep. 

Qar, O, do not slander him, for he is kind. 

1 Murd, Right, as snow in harvest. — Come, you 
deceive yourself; 
*Tis he that sends us to destroy you here. 

Clar, It cannot be > for he bewept my fortune. 
And hugg'd me in his arms, and swore, with sobs. 
That he would labour my delivery. 

1 Murd. Why, so he doth, when he delivers you 
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heaven. 

2 Murd, Make peace with God, for you must die, 

my lord. 
Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul, 
Toxounsel me to make my peace with God, 
And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind. 
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That thoti wilt war with God by murdering me 

Ah, sirs, consider, he, that set you on 

To do tliis deed, will hate you for the deed. 

2 3Iurd. What shall we do } 

Clar4 Relent, and save your Sdtils. 

1 Murd, Relent ! 'tis cowardly, and womanish. 
Clar» Not to rebnt, is beastly, savage, devilish.— 

Which of you, if you were a prince's son. 

Being pent from liberty, as I am now,— 

If two such murderers as yourselves came to you/—* 

Would not entreat for life ?— 

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ; 

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer. 

Come thou on my side, and entreat for m6. 

As you would beg, were you in my distress. 

A begging prince -^hdX beggar pities not ? 

2 Mwrd, Look behind you, my lord. 

1 Mwrd. Take that, and that 3 if all this will not 

do, [Stab$ hinu 

III drown you in the malmsey-butt within. 

[Exit, witi the body* 

2 Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately despatched I 
How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 

Of this most grievous guilty murder done ! 

JRe -enter first Murderer, 

1 Murd. How now ? what mean'st thou, that thou 
help'st me not i 
By heaven, the duke shall know how slack you have 
been. 
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2 Mvrd. J would he knew, that I had sav'd his 
brother ! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say -, 
For I repent noe that the duke is siain. [Exit. 

1 Murd, So do not I ; go, coward, aft thou art. — 
Well, I'll go hide the body in some hole. 
Till that the duke give order for his burial : 
And when I hare my meed, I will away 3 
For this will out, and then I must not stay. [Exit, 
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ACT 11. SCENE I. 

The Same, A Room in the Palace, 

Enter King Edward, f^c^ ^ sick, J Queen Eliza- 
beth^ Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Bucking- 
ham, Gret, and Others. 

K, Edw, Why, so :'now have I done a good daj^t 
work ; — 
You peers, continue this united league : 
I every day expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence ; 
And more in peace my soul shall part to heaven. 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Rivers, and Hastings, take each other's hand ; 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 

Riv, By heaven, my soul is purg'd from grudging 
hate^ 
And with my hand I seal my true heart's love. 
Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like ! 
K» Edw, Take heed, you dally not before your 
king} 
Lest he, that is the supreme King of kings. 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Hast, So prosper I, as I swear perfect love ! 
Hit?. And I, as I love Hastings with my heart ! 
K, Edw, Madam, yourself are not exempt in 
this, — 
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Nor your s<»i Dorset, — Buckingham, nor you j— 
You have been factious one against the other. 
Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand ; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

Q. Eiiz. Tliere, Hastings 3 — I will never more re- 
member 
Our former hatred. So thrive I, and mine ! 

K. Edw, Dorset, embrace him, — Hastings, love 
lord marquis. 

Dor, This interchange of love, I here protest. 
Upon my part, shall be inviolable. 

Hast. And so swear I. [^Embraces Dorset. 

K. Edw, Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou 
this league 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies. 
And make me happy in your unity. 

Bitck, Whenever Buckingliam doth turn his hate 
Upon your grace, [to the Queen, '\ but with all du« 

teous love 
Doth cherish you, and yours, God punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most love ! 
When I have most need to employ a friend. 
And most assured that he is a friend. 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile. 
Be he unto me ! this do 1 beg of heaven. 
When 1 am cold in love, to you, or yours. 

[Embracing Rivers, Spc, 

K, Edw, A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham, 
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. 
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There wanteth now our brother Gloster here. 
To make the blessed period of this peace. 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble 
duke. 

Enter Gloster. 

Olo, Good-morrow to my sovereign king, and 
queen ; 
And, princely peers, a happy time of day ! 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent die 
day : — 
Brother, we have done deeds of charity ; 
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate. 
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 

Glo, A blessed labour, my most sovereign liege.— 
Among this princely heap, if any here. 
By &lse intelligence, or wrong surmise. 
Hold me a foe j 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage. 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presjence^ I desire ' 

To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 
Tis death to me, to be at enmity i 
I hate it, and desire all good men*s love.— 
First, madam, I entreat true peace of you. 
Which I will purchase with my duteous service ;-«- 
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lodg*d between usj— 
Of you, lord Rivers,«-and lord Grey, of you, — 
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That all without desert have frown'd on me ;-^ 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen} indeed, of all. 
I do not know that Englishman alive. 
With whom my soul is any jot at odds. 
More than the infant that is bom to-night ; 
I thank my God for my humility. 

Q. Eliz. A holy day shall this be kept hereafter i*— 
I would to God, all strifes were well compounded.— 
My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness ' 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why, madam, have I offer'd love for this. 
To be so flouted in this royal presence ? 
Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead ? 

[r% aU start. 
You do him injury, to scorn his corse. 

K. Edw, Who knows not, he is dead ! who knows 
he is ?• 

Q. Ehz. All-seeing heaven, what a world is this ! 

Buck. Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest ? 

Dor, Ay, ray good lord ; and no man in the pre- 
sence. 
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. 

K. Edw. Is Clarence dead ? the order was revers'd. 

Gfo. But he, poor man, by your first order died. 
And that a winged Mercury did bear ; 
Some tardy cripple bore the countermand. 
That came too lag to see him buried : — 
God grant, that some, less noble, and less loyal. 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood« 
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Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did. 
And yet go current from suspicion ! 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. A boon, ray sovereign, for my service done ! 

K. Edw. I pr*ythee, peace} my soul is fhll of 
sorrow. 

Stan, 1 will not rise, unless your highness hear me. 

K. Edw. Then say at once, what is it thou rcr 
quest'st. 

Stan. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant's life j 
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman. 
Lately attendant on the duke of P<^orfo)k. 

Kj Edw, ^'Have I a tongue to doom my brother's 
death, 
Apd shall that tongue give pardon to a slave ? 
My brother killed no man, his fault was thought. 
And yet his punishment was bitter death, 
"Who sued to me for him ? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my feet, and bade me be advis'd ? 
Who spoke of brotherhood ? who spoke of love ? 
Who told me, bow the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me ? 
Who told me, in the field at Tewksbury, 
When Oxford had me down, he rescued me. 
And said. Dear brother, live, and be a king f 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field. 
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 
^ven in his garments ; and did give himself 
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All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 

Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 

Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 

But, when your carters, or your waiting-vassals^ 

Have done a drunken slaughter, and de&c*d 

The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon ; 

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you ; — 

But for my brother, not a man would speak>— 

Nor I (ungracious) speak unto myself 

For him, poor soul. — The proudest of you all 

Have been beholden to him in his life -, 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life.— 

O God ! I fear, thy justice will take hold 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this.-^ 

Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. O, 

Poor Clarence ! 

^Exeunt King, Queen, Hast, Riv, Dor. and Grey, 

Glo, This is the fruit of rashness ! — Mark'd you 
not. 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look*d pale, when they did hear of Clarence* death? 
O ! they did urge it still unto the king : 
God will revenge it. Come, lords 5 will ypu go. 
To comfort Edward with our company ? 

Bu^k. W^ wait upon your grace. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 



The Same. 



Enter the Duchess of York> with a Son iwd Daughter 

of Clarence, 

Son, Good grandam^ tell us^ is our &ther dead ? 

DkcA. No, boy. 

Dough, Why do you, weep so oft ? and beat your 

breast ; 
* ■'. • 
And cry — Claieoce, my unhappy son ! 

Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your head. 
And call us — orphans, wretches, cast-aways. 
If that our noble father be alive i 

Diieh,, My pretty cousins, you mistake me both j 
I do lament the sickness of the king. 
As loath to lose him, not your father*s death ; 
It were lost sorrow, to wail one that's lost. 

Son. Then, grandam; you conclude that he is dead. 
The king my uncle is to blame for this : 
€rod will revenge it j whom I will importune 
With earnest prayers, all to that effect. 

Daugh, And so will I. 

Duch. Peace, children, peace ! the king doth love 
you well : 
Incapable and shallow innocents. 
You cannot guess who caused your father's death. 

Son, Grandam, we can : for my good uncle Gloster 
Told me, the king, provok*d to't by the queen. 
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Deyis'd impeachments to imprison him : 
And when my uncle told me so^ he wept^ 
And pitied me^ and kindly kiss'd my cheek ; 
Bade me rely on him, as on my &ther. 
And he would love me dearly as his child. 

Duch. Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle 
shapes. 
And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice ! 
He is my son, ay, and therein my shame. 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Son, Think you, my uncle did dissemble, grandam ? 

Duch, Ay, boy. 

San, I cannot think it. Hark ! what noise is this ? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, distractedly; Rivers^ 
and ponsET, following her, 

Q. EUz, Ah! who shall hinder me to wail and 
weep? 
To chide my fortune, and torment myself ? 
ril join with black despair against my soul. 
And to myself becofne an enemy. 

Duch. What means this scene of rude impatience ? 

Q. EUz, To make an act of tragick violence : — 
Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead — 
Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves, that want their sap ? — 
If you will live, lament \ if die, be brief j 
That our swift- winged souls may catch the king's \ 
Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. 
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Dttch, Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrow^ 
As I had title in thy noble husband ! 
I have bewept a worthy husband's deaths 
And liv*d by looking on his images : 
But now, two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death ; 
And I for comfort have but one false glass. 
That grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow j yet thou art a mother. 
And hast the comfort of thy children left thee : 
But death hath snatch'd my husband from mine arms. 
And pluck*d two crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence, and £dward. O, what cause have i, 
(Thine being but a moiety of my grief,) 
To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries ? 

Son, Ah, aunt ! you wept not for our father's 
death; 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 

Daiigh, Our fatherless distress was left unmoan*d. 
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept ! 

Q. Eliz, Give me no help in lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth laments : 
All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes. 
That I, being governed by the watry moon. 
May send forth plenteous tears to drown tiie world ! 
Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord £dward ! 

Child. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Cla- 
rence ! 

Duch. Alas, for both, both mine, £dward and Cla- 
rence ! 
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Q, Eliz. What sta/ had I, but Edward ? and he*a 
gone. 

ChiUI. What stay had we^ but Clarence ? and he*s 
gone. 

Dtfc/i. What stays had I^ but they ? and they are 
gone. 

Q. Eliz, Was never widow, had so dear a loss. 

Child. Were never orphans, had so dear a loss. 

Duch. Was never mother, had so dear a loss. 
Alas ! I am the mother of these griefs ; 
Their woes are parceird, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I ; 
I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she : 
These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I : 
I for an Edward weep, so do not they : — 
Alas ! you three, on me, threefold dis(res8*d. 
Pour all your tears, I am your sorrow's nurse. 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 

Dw\ Comfort, dear mother; God is much dis- 
pleas'd. 
That you take with unthankfulness his doing : 
In common worldly things, tis call'd— ungrateful. 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt. 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 
Much more, to be thus opposite with heaven. 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother. 
Of the young prince your sen : send straight for him^ 
Let him be crown*d ; in him your comfort lives : 
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Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward*s grave. 
And plant your joys in living Edward's throne. 

Enter Gloster, Buckingham, Stanley, Hast- 
ings, Ratcliff, and Others, 

Glo, Sister, have comfort : all of us have cause 
To wail the dimming of our shining star 5 
But none can cure their harms by wading them. — 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy, 
I did not see your grace : — Humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 

DuL'h, Gkxl bless thee ; and put meekness in thy 
breast. 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! 

Glo, Amen ; and make me die a good old man ! — 
That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing 5 [Aside. 
I marvel, that her grace did leave, it out. 

Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart-sorrowing 
peers. 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan. 
Now cheer each other in each other's love : 
Though we have spent our harvest of this king. 
We are to reap the harvest of his son. 
The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts. 
But lately splinted, knit, and join'd together. 
Must gently be preserv'd, cherish'd, and kept : 
Me seemeth good, that, with some little train, 
** Forthwith ftom Ludlow the young prince be fetch*d 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 
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JRio, Why with sofne little train, mj lord of Buck- 
ingham ? 

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude. 
Hie new-heal*d wound of malice should break outj 
Which would be so much the more dangerous. 
By how much the estate is green, and yet ungovem*d: 
Where every horse bears his commanding rein. 
And may direct his course as please himself. 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent. 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Cr/o. I hope, the king made peace with aJl of us j 
And the compact is firm, and true, in me. 

Eiv, And so in me i and so, I think, m all : 
Yet, since it is but green, it should be pat 
To no apparent likelihood of breach. 
Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd : 
Therefore I say, with noUe Buckingham, 
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 

Hast. And so say I, 

Glo, Then be it so ; and go we to determine 
Who they shall be that straight shall post to Ludlow. 
Madam, — and you my mother, — will you go. 
To give your censures in this weighty business ? 

[Exeunt all but Buckingham and Glatter, 

Buck, My lord, whoever journeys to the prince^ 
For God's »ke, le^ not us two stay at home : 
For, by the way, I'll sort occasion. 
As index to the story we kte talk'd of. 
To part the queen's proud kindled from the prince. 

Gio. My other self, my coonsel's consistory 
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My oracle, my prophet ! — My dear coasin> 

I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

Towards Ludlow then, for we*ll not stay behind. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

The Same. A Street. 

Enter two Citizens, meeting. 

1 Cit. Grood morrow, neighbour : Whither away so 

fast? 

2 Cit. I promise you, I scarcely know myself : 
Hear you the news abroad ? 

1 Cit. Yes; the king*s dead. 

2 Cit. Ill news, by'r lady j seldom comes the better : 
I fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen, 

3 Cit, Neighbours, God speed ! 

1 Ct^, Give you good morrow, sir. 
3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good king £dward*s 

death? 

2 Cit, Ay, sir, it is too true ; God help, the while ! 

3 Cit, Then, masters, look to see a troublous world. 

1 Cit, No, no> by Gt)d's good grace, his son shall 

reign. 
3 Cit, Woe to that land, that*s govern*d by a child! 

2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government) 
That, in his nonage, council under him> 
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And, in his full and ripen'd years, himself 
No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well. 

1 Cii. So stood the' state, when Heniy the sixth 
Was crown*d in Paris but at nine months old. 

3 Cit. Stood the state so ? no, no, good friends, 
God wot; 
For then this land was ^mously enrich*d 
With politick grave counsel ^ then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 

1 Cit. Why, so hath this, both by his father and 

mother. 
3 Cit, Better it were, they all came by his father -, 
Or, by his father, there were none at all : 
For emulation now, who shall be nearest. 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 
O, full of danger is the duke of Gloster ) 
And the queen*s sons, and brothers, haught and 

proud: 
And were they to be ruFd, and not to rule. 
This sickly land might solace as before. 

J Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst ; all will be 

well. 
3 Cit, When clouds are seen, wise men put on their 

cloaks ; 
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand -, 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night ? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth : 
All may be well j but, if God sort it so, 
*Tis more than we deserve, or I expect. 

2 Cit, Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear : 
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You cannot reason almost with a man 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3 Cit, Before the days of change, still is it so : 
By a divine instinct, men's minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger j as, by proof, we see 
The water swell before a boistVous storm. 
But leave it all to Grod. Whither away ? 

2 Cit. Many, we were sent for to the justices. 

8 Cit. And so was I; I'll bear you company. 

[Ejoint. 

SCENE IV. 

The Same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, the young Duke of 
York, Qveen Elizabeth, and the Duchess of 
York. , 

Arch. Last night, I heard, they lay at Stony-Strat« 
ford; 
And at Northampton they do rest to-night : 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Duch. 1 long with all my heart to see the prince | 
I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him. 

Q. Eliz. But I hear, no -, they say, my son of York 
Hath almost overtaken him in his growth. 

York. Ay, mother, but I would not have it so. 

Duch. Why, my young cousin ? it is good to grow.. 

York, Grandam, one night as we did sit at supper^ 
My unde Rivers talk'd how I did grow 
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Mpre than my brother; Ay^ quoth my tincle Gloster^ 
Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace : 
And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast. 
Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make 
haste. 

Duch, *Good faith, *good faith, the saying did not 
hold 
In him that did object the same to thee : 
He was the wretched'st thing, when he was young. 
So long a growing, and so leisurely. 
That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious, 

Arch, And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious madam. 

Duch, 1 hope, he is ; but yet let mothers doubt. 

York, Now, by my troth, if I had been remember*d, 
I could have given my uncle's grace a flout. 
To touch his growth, nearer than he touch*d mine. 

Duch. ttow, my young York ? I pr*}'thee, let me 
hear it. 

York. Marry, they say, my uncle grew so fest. 
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old ; 
'Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandami this would have been a biting jest. 

Duch. I pr*ythee, pretty York, who told thee this? 

York. Grandam, his nurse. 

Duch. His nurse! why, she was dead ere thou wast 
bom* 

York. If 'twere not she, I cannot tell who told me. 

Q. . EUz, A parlous boy :^Go to, you are too 
shrewd. 

VOL. IX. F 
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Arch, (rood madam^ be not angry with the child. 
Q. Eliz, Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Arch, Here comes a messenger : 

What news ? 

Mess, Such news, my lord. 

As grieves me io unfold. 

Q. Eliz. How doth the prince ? 

Mess. WeU, madam, and in health. 

Duch. What is thy news ? 

Mess. Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, are sent to 
Pomfret, 
With them sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners. 

Duch. Who hath committed them ? 

Mess, The mighty dukes, 

Gloster and Buckingham. 

Q. Eliz. For what ofience ? 

Mess, The sum of all I can, I have disclos*d ; 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed^ 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q. Eliz, Ah me, I see the ruin of my house ! 
The tiger now hath seiz'd the gentle hind; 
Insulting tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the innocent and awless throne : — 
Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre ! 
I see, as in a map, the end of all. 

Diich, Accursed and unquiet wrangling days ! 
How miany of you have mine eyes beheld ? 
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My husband lost his life to get the crown } 
And often up and down my sons were tost. 
For me to joy, and weep> their gain, and loss : 
And being seated, and domestick broils 
Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors. 
Make war upon themselves ; brother to brother. 
Blood to blood, self 'gainst self : — O, preposterous 
And firantick outrage, end thy damjied spleen ; 
Or let me die, to look on death no more I 

Q. Ehz. Come, come, my hoy, we will to sanc- 
tuary.— 
Madam, £urewell. 

Duch, Stay, I will go with you. 

Q. EUz, You have no cause. 

Arch, My gracious lady, go, 

[To the Q^ieen. 
And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 
For my part, 1*11 resign unto your grace 
The seal I keep } And so betide to me. 
As well I tender you, and all of yours ! 
Come, ril conduct you to the sanctuary. lEiamt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Same. A Street. 

The tntmpets sound. Enter the Prince of Wales, 
Glo8tbr> Buckingham^ Corduia/BouRCHiER, 
and Others. 

Buck. Welcome^ sweet prince^ to London^ to your 
chamber. 

Gh. Welcome^ dear cousin, my thoughts* sove- 
reign: 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince. No, uncle $ but our crosses on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy : 
I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your 
years 
Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit : 
No more can you distinguish of a man. 
Than of his outward show -, which, God he know8> 
Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart. 
Hiose uncles, which you want, were dangerous ; 
Your grace attended to their sugar*d words. 
But look*d not on the poison of their hearts : 
God keep you from them, and from such false friends ! 

Prince^ God keep me from false friends ! but they 
were none. 
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Glo. Mj lord> the mayor of London comes to greet 
you. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, and his Train, 

May, God bless yonr grace with health and happy 

days! 
Prince, I thank you, good my lord; — and thank you 
all.-^ {^Exeunt Mayor, Sf^c, 

I thought^ my mother^ and my brother York, 
Would long ere this have met us on the way : — 
Fie, what a slug is Hastings ! that he comes not 
To tell us, whether they will come, or no. 

Enter Hastings. 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the sweating 
lord. 

Prince, Welcome, my lord : What, will our mother 
come? 

Host. On what occasion, God he knows, not I, 
The queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken sanctuary : The tender prince 
Would &in have come with me to meet your grace, ' 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buck, Fie ! what an indirect and peevish course 
Is this of hers ? —Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade the queen to send the duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently ? 
If she deny, — ^lord Hastings, go with him. 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 

Card, My lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory 
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Can from his mother win the duke of York> 
Anon expect him here : But if she be obdurate 
To mild intreaties, God in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy privilege 
Of blessed sanctuaxy ! not for all this land 
Would I be guilty of so deep a sin. ^ 

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord. 
Too ceremonious, and traditional : 
Weigh it but with the grossness of this age> 
You break not sanctuary in seizing him. 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To those whose dealings have deserved the place. 
And those who have the wit to claim the place : 
This prince hath neither claim*d it^ nor deserved it y 
And therefore^ in mine opinion^ cannot have it : 
Then, taking him from thence, that is not there. 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 
Oft have I heard of sanctuary men ; 
But sanctuary children, ne*er till now. 

Card, My lord, you sh^l o*er-rule my mind for 
once. — 
Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me ? 

Ha^t. I go, my lord. 

Prince. Good lords, make all the speedy haste you 
may. [Exeunt Cardinal and Hastings. 

Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come. 
Where shall we sojourn till our coronation ? 

Glo, Where it seems best unto your royal self. 
If I may counsel you, some day, or two. 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower : 
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Tben where 70a please^ and shall be thought most fit 
For your best health and recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any place :— 
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord ? 

Glo, He did, my gracious lord, begin that place ; 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edify'd. 

Prince, Is it upon record ? or else reported 
Successively from age to age, he built it } 

Buck, Upon record, my gracious lord. 

Prince, But say, my lord, it were not registered 5 
Methinks, the truth should live fh>m age to age. 
As 'twere retail'd to all posterity. 
Even to the general all-ending day. 

Glo. So wise so young, they say, do ne'er live long. 

l/^side. 

Prince, What say you, uncle ? 

Glo, I say, without characters, hme lives long. 
Thus, Kke the formal vice. Iniquity, \ ^ . , 
I moralize two meanings in one word. ) 

Prince, That Julius Csesar was a famous man ; 
With what his valour did enrich his wit. 
His wit set down, to make his valour live : 
Death makes no conquest of this conqueror; 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life.— 
rU tell you what, my cousin Buckingham. 

Buck, What, my gracious lord ? 

Prince, An if I live until I be a man^ 
1*11 win our ancient right in France again^ 
Or die a soldier, as I liv'd a king. 
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Glo, Short summers lighdj have a forward spring. 

[Aside 

Enter York, Hastings, and the Cardinal. 

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the duke of 
York. 

Prime. Richard of York! how fares our loving 
brother ? 

York. Well, my dread lord; so must I call you 
now. 

Prince, Ay, brother 5 to our grief, as it is yours : 
Too late he died, that might have kept that title. 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 

Gh. How fares our cousin, noble lord of York ? 

York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord. 
You said, that idle weeds are fast in growth : 
l*he prince my brother hath outgrown me &r. 

Glo, He hath, my lord. 

York, And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. O, my fair cousin, I must not say so. 

York. Then is he more beholden to you, than I. 

Gh. He may command me, as my sovereign ; 
But you l^ave power in me, as in a kinsman. 

York. I pray you, uncle, then, give me this dag^ger. 

Glo. My dagger, little cousin ? with all my heart. 

Prince, A beggar, brother ? 

York. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give ; 
And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

Glo. A greater gift than that 1*11 giye my CQUsia^ 
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Yx>rk, A greater gift ! O, that's the sword to it ? 

Glo, Kjy gentle cousin^ were it light enough. 

York, O then^ I see> you'll part but with light gifb; 
In weightier things you'll say a beggar^ nay. 

GU). It is too weighty for your grace to wear* 

York. I weigh it lightly^ were it heavier. 

Glo, What, would you have my weapon, litde lord? 

York, I would, that I might thank you as you call 
me. 

Gh. How ? 

York, Little. 

Prince, My lord of York will still be cross in talk 5— 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 

York, You mean, to bear me, not to bear with 
me: — 
Unde, my brother mocks both you and me; 
Because that I am little, like an ape. 
He thinks that you should bear me on your shoulders. 

Buck. With what a sharp-provided wit he reasons ! 
To mitigate the scorn be gives his uncle. 
He prettily and aptly taunts himself : 
So cunnidg, and so young, is wonderful. 

Glo, My gracious lord, will*t please you pass along > 
Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham, 
Will to your mother 5 to entreat of her. 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord? 

Prince. My lord protector needs will have it so. 

York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower* 

Glo. Why, sir, what should you fear ? 
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York. Marry, my uncle Clarence* angry g)K»t^ 
My grandam told me> he was murder*d there. . 

Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that live, I hope* 

Prince. An if they live, I hope, I need not fear. 
But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart. 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[Exeunt Prince, York, Baitings, Cardinal, and 
Attendants, 

Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incensed by his subtle mother. 
To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriottsly ? 

Glo, No doubt, no doubt: O, 'tis a parlous 
boy; 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ; 
He*s all the mother's, from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let them rest. — 
Come hither, gentle Catesby ; thou art sworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend. 
As closely to conceal what we impart: 
Thou know'st our reasons urg'd upon the way j — 
What think'st tliou ? is it not an easy matter 
To make WiUiam lord Hastings of our mind. 
For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle ? 

Cate, He for his father's sake so loves the prince. 
That he will not be won to aught against him. 

Buck. What think'st thou then of Stanley ? will 
not he ? 

Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth. 
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Buck, Well then^ no more but this: Go> gentle 
Catesby, 
And^ as it were.£ur off^ sound thou lord Hastings^ 
How he doth stand afiected to our purpose; 
And summon him to-morrow to the Tower^ 
To sit about the coronation. 
If thou dost find him tractable to us> 
Encourage him^ and tell him all our reasons : 
If he be leaden^ icy^ cold, unwilling. 
Be thou so too; and 90 break off the talk. 
And give us notice of his inclination : 
For we to-morrow hold divided coimcils. 
Wherein thjself shalt highly be emploj'd. 

Glo. Commend me to lord William: tell him, 
Catesby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle ; 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news. 
Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more* 

Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this business 
soundly. 

Gate. My good lords both, with all the heed I can. 

Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we 
sleep? 

Cate. You shall, my lord. 

Gh. At Crosby-place, there shall you find us both. 

[Exit Catesby. 

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we per* 
ceive 
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots ? 
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Glo, Chop off his head^ man ;— somewhat we will 
do :— 
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 
Whereof the king my brother was possess'd. 

Buck, ril claim that promise at your grace's hand. 

Glo, And look to have it yielded with all kindness. 
Come, let us sup betimes ; that afterwards 
We may digest our complots in some form* [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

Before lord Hastitfgs* House. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess, My lord, my lord,^- [Imocking. 

Hast, [within,'] Who knocks ? 

Mess. One from lord Stanley. 

Hast, [within.-} What is't o'clock ? 

Mess. Upon the stroke of four. 

En^CT* Hastings. 

Hast. Cannot thy master sleep the tedious nights ? 

Mess, So it should seem by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble lordship. 

Haht. And then, — 

Mess, And then he sends you word, he dreamt 
To-night the boar had rased off his helm : 
Besides, he says, there are two councils held ; 
And that may be determin'd at the one. 
Which may make you and him to rue at the other. 
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Therefore he sends to know your lordship's pleasor^^- 
If presently you will take horse with him. 
And with all speed post with him toward the nortby 
To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lordi 
Bid him not fear the separated councils : 
His honour, and myself, are at the one $ 
And, at the other» is my good friend Catesby ; 
Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us. 
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. 
Tell him, his fears are shallow, wanting instance : 
And for his dreams— I wonder, he's so fond 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers : 
To fly the boar, before the boar pursues^ 
Were to incense the boar to fdlow us. 
And make pursuit, where he did mean no chase. 
Gk), bid thy master rise and come to me ; 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly. 

Mess, 1*11 go, my lord, and tell him what you say. 

Enter Gates by. 

Gate. Many good morrows to my noble lord I 
Hast. Gkx>d morrow, Catesby ; you are early stir« 
ring: 
What news, what news, in this our tottering state ? 

Cate, It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord; 
And, I believe, will never stand upright. 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 
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Hast, How ! wear the garland ? dost thou meaQ 
the crown ? 

Cate. Ay, my good lord. 

Hast. I'll have this crown of mine cnt from my 
shoulders. 
Before 1*11 see the crown so foul misplac*d. 
But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it ? 

Cate. Aj, on my life ; and hopes to find you for* 
ward 
Upon his party, for the gain thereof: 
And, thereupon, he sends you this good news,— 
That, this same very day, your enemies. 
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret 

Hast, Indeed, I am no mourner for that news. 
Because they have been still my adversaries : 
But, that 1*11 give my voice on Richard's side. 
To bar my master's heirs in true descent, 
God knows, I will not do it, to the death. 

Cate. God keep your lordship in that gracious 
mind! 

Hast, But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month 
hence,— 
That they, who brought me in my master's hate, 
I live to look upon their tragedy. 
Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older, 
1*11 send some packing, that yet think not on*t. 

Cate. *ll8 a vile thing to die, my gracious lord. 
When men are unprepar*d, and look not for it 

Hast, O monstrous, monstrous ! and so falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : and so 'twill do 
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With some men else^ who think themselves as safe 
As thou, and I ; who^ as thou know*st, are dear 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cate, The princes both make high account of you,— - 
For they account his head upon the bridge. [Aside, 

Hast, I know^ they do -, and I have well deserved it« 

Enter Stamlbt. 

Come on, come on, where is your boar-spear^ man ? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 

Stan. My lord, good morrow ; and good nionx)w, 
Catesby ; — 
You may jest on, but by the holy rood, 
I do not like these several councils, I. 

Hast, My lord, I hold my life as dear as yours ; 
And never, in my life, I do protest. 
Was it more precious to me than *tis now : 
Think you, but that I know our state secure, 
I would be so triumphant as I am ? 

jS^ofi. The lords at Pomfiet^ when they rode from 
London, 
Were jocund, and suppo8*d their states were sure. 
And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust ; 
But yet, you see, how soon the day o'er-cast ; 
This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt ; 
Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 
What, shall we toward the Tower ? the day is sp^nt. 

Hast, Come, come, have with you. — Wot you 
what, my lord ? 
To«day the lords you talk of are beheaded. 



80 KING RICHARD III. 

Stan, They, for their truth, might better wear their 
heads. 
Than some, that have accused them, wear their hats. 
But come^ my lord^ let's away. 

Enter a Furtuivant. 

Hast. Go on before. Til talk with this good fellow. 

[^Exeunt Stanley and Catesb^, 
How now, sirrah ? how goes the world with thee ? 

Purs. The better, that your lordship please to ask. 

Hast. I cell thee, man, *tis better with me now. 
Than when thou met'st me last where now we 

meet : 
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 
By the suggestion of the queen's allies ; 
But now, I tell thee, (keep it to thyself,) 
This day those enemies are put to death. 
And I in better state than ere I was. 

Purs, God hold it, to your honour's good content ! 

Hast. Gramercy, fellow: There, drink that for me. 

[T/trowmg him his purse. 

Purs. I thank your honour. ^Exit Pursuivant. 

Enter a Priest. 

Pr. Well met, my lord; I am glad to see your 

honour. 
Hast. I thank thee, good sir John, with all my 
heart 
I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 
Come the next sabbath, and I will content you. 
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JSff^erBtJCKINOHAM. 

Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord Chaii|ber« 
kin? 
Yoor friends at Pomfret, they do need the priest | 
Your honour hath no shriving work in hand. 

Hast. *Good £aith, and when I met this holy man> 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 
What, go you toward the Tower ? 

Buck. I do, my lord ; but long I cannot stay there: 
I shall return biefore your lordship thence. 

Hast. Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner there. 

Buck, And supper too, although thou know'st it 
not. IJside^ 

Come, will you go ? 

Hast. Dl wait upon your lordship. 

lExewU. 

SCENE III. 

Pamfret. Before the Castle. 

£nter Ratcliff, xoith a guard, conducting Hivbrs,. 
GasY, and Va UGH AN to execution. 

Rat. Come, bring forth the prisoners. 

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee ttus^-« 
To*day shalt thou behold a subject die. 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack of you! 
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

vol.. XX* o 
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Vaugh. Yoa live^ that shall cry woe for this here- 
after. 

Rat. Despatch; the limit of yoar lives is out. 

Riv» O Pomfret^ Pomfret! O thou bloody prison^ 
Fatal and onunous to noble peers ! 
Within the guilty closure of thy walls, 
Richard the second here was hack*d to death : 
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat. 
We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink. 
. Grey. Now Margaret's curse ii fallen upon Our 

heads. 
When she exclaim*d on Hastings, you, and I, 
For standing by when Richard stabbed her son. 

Riv, Then cursed she Hastings, then curs*d she 
Buckingham, 
Then curs*d she Richard : — O, remember, God, 
To hear her prayers for them, as now for us ! 
And for my sister, and her princely sons, — 
Be satisfied, dear God, with our true bloods. 
Which, as thou knoVst, unjustly must be spilt ! 

Rat, Make haste, the hour of death is expiate. 

Hiv. Come, Grey, — come, Vaughan, — let us here 
embrace : 
Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. lExewU. 
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SCENE IV. 

London. A Room in the Tower. 

Buckingham, Stanlbt, Hastings, the Bisiop of 
Ely, Catesbt, Lovel, and Others, iUting at a 
table : Officers of the council aitend^f 

m 

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we are met 
Is — to determine of the coronation : 
In Grod's name, speak, when is the royal day? 

Buck, Are all things ready for that royal time ? 

Stan. They are -, and wants but nomination. 

Eltf. To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 

Buck. Who knows the lord protector's mmd 
herein ? 
Who b most inward with the noble duke ? 

Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest know 
his mind. 

Buck. We know each other's faces: for our 
hearts, — 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours ; 
Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine :— 
Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

Hast. 1 thank his grace, I know he loves me well; 
But, for his purpose in the coronation, 
1 have not sounded him, nor he deliver'd 
His gracious pleasure any way therein : 
But you, my noble lord, may name the time ; 
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And in the duke's behalf I'll give my voice. 
Which, I pxesome, he'll take in gentle part 

Enter Gloster. 

Ely, In happy time, here comes the duke himself. 

Glo. My noble lords and cousins, aU, good morrows 
I have been long a sleeper; but, I trust. 
My absence doth neglect no great design. 
Which by my presence might have been concluded. 

Buck, Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, 
William lord Hastings had pronounc'd your part, — 
I mean your voice, — for crowning of the king. 

Glo. Than my lord Hastings, no man might be 
bolder; 
His lordship knows me well, and loves me well. — 
My lord of £ly, when I was last in Holbom, 
I saw good strawberries in your garden there ; 
I do beseech you, send for some of them. 

Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. 

[Exit Ely. 

Glo. Cousin of Buckingham, a word \nth you. 

[Take» him adit, 
Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business; 
And finds the testy gentleman so hot. 
That he will lose his head, ere give consent. 
His master's chHd, as worshipfully he terms it. 
Shall lose th&rojralty of England's throne. 

BmcA:. Withdraw yourself awhile, I'll go with you. 

[Exeunt Glo. ami Bvek 
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SioHm We have not yet get down this day of 
tritunph. 
To-morrow, in my judgement, is too sodden ; 
For I myself am not so well provided. 
As else I would be, were the day prolonged. 

Re-enter Bishop of £lt. 

Ely, Where is my lord protector? I have sent 
For these strawberries. 

Hast, His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this 
morning ; 
There's some conceit or other likes him well. 
When he doth bid good morrow with such spirit. 
I think, there's ne'er a man in Christendom, 
Can lesser hide his love, or hate, than he ; 
For by his face straight shall you know his heart. 

5/011. What of his heart perceive you in his &ce. 
By any likelihood he show'd to-day ? 

Hast, Marry, that with no man here he is offended 5 
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

Re-enter Gloster and Buckingham, 

Glo, I pray you all, tell me what they deserve^ 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft i and that have prevail'd 
Upon my body with their hellish charms ? 

Hast. The tender love I bear your grace, my lorc^ 
Makes me most forward in this noble presence 
To doom the offenders : Whosoe'er they be^ 
I say, my lord, they have deserved death. 
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trfo. Then be your ejres the witness of their evfl. 
Look how 1 am bewitched ; behold^ mine arm 
Is^ like a blasted sappling, withered up : 
And this is £dward*8 wife, that monstrous witch. 
Consorted with that harlot, strumpet Shore, 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 
H(ut If they have done this deed, my noble lord, — 
Glo. If! thou protector of this damned strumpet, 
Talk*st thou to me of ifs ?— Thou art a traitor : — 
Off' with his head: — now, by Saint Paul I swear^ 
I will not dine until I see the same.— 
Lovel, and Catesby, look, that it be done ; — 
The rest, that love me, rise; and follow me. 

[^Exeunt Council, with Glost, and Buck.^ 
k Hast, Woe, woe, for £ngland! not a whit for 

me; 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this : 
Stanley did dream, the boar did raise his helm ; 
But I disdained it, and did scorn to fly. 
Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble. 
And startled, when he looked upon the Tower, 
As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house. 
O, now I want the priest that spake to me : 
I now repent I told the pursuivant. 
As too triumphing, how mine enemies. 
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd. 
And I myself secure in grace and fsLVour. 
O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings* wretched head. 
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Caie, Despatch^ my lord, the duke would be at 
dinner; 
Make a short shrift, he longs to see your head. 

Hast, O jnpmentary grace of mortal men. 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God ! 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair loc^, 
lives like a drunken sailor on a mast 3 
Ready> with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lov. Come, come, despatch -, *tis bootless to ex- 
claim. 

Hast. O, bloody Richard ! — miserable England i 
I prophecy the fearful*st time to thee^ 
That ever wretched age hath look'd upon. — 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head; 
They smile at me, who shortly shall be dead. 

[Exami. 

SCENE V. 

The Same. The Towcr-waUs. 

Enter Glostkr aii(f Buckingham^ in rusty armour, 

maroeUous ill-favour d. 

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and change 
thy colour ? 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word, — 
And then again begin, and stop again. 
As if thou wert distraught, and mad with terror ? 

Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian ; 
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Speaks and look back, and piy on every Me, 
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw. 
Intending deep suspicion : ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles ; 
And both are ready in their offices. 
At any time, to grace my stratagems. 
Bat what, is Catesby gone ? 

Gh. He is 3 and, see, he brings the mayor along. 

Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesby. 

Buck, Let me alone to entertain him.— -Lord 

mayor, — 
Gh, Look to the draw-bridge there. 
Buck* Hark, hark! a dram. 

Glo. Catesby, o*erlook the walls. 
Buck. Lord mayor, the reason we have sent for 

you,— 
Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 
Buck. God and our innocence defend and guard us ! 

Enter Lovbl and Ratcliff, with Hastings'^ head. 

Glo. Be patient, they are friends; Ratcliff, and 
Lovel. 

Loo, Here is the head of that ignoble traitor. 
The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Glo. So dear I lov'd the roan, that I must weep. 
I took him for the plainest harmless^t creature. 
That breath'd upon the earth a christian ; 
Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
The histoiy of all her secret thoughts : 
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So smooth he daub'd his vice with show of virtae^ 
That, his apparent open gnilt omitted, — 
I mean, hb conversation with Sliore*s wife,— • 
He liv*d from all attainder of suspect. 
' Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'st sheltered 

traitor 
That ever liv*d.— Look you, my loitl mayor. 
Would you imagine, or almost bdieve, 
(Wer't not, that by great preservation 
We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor 
Hiis day had plotted, in the council-house. 
To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster ? 

May. What! had he so? 

Oh. What ! think you we are Turks, or infidds ? 
Or that we would, against the form of law. 
Proceed thus rashly in the villain*s death ; 
But that the extreme peril of the case. 
The peace of England, and our persons* safety. 
Enforced us to this execution ? 

May, Now, fair befal you ! he deserved his death; 
And your good graces both have well proceeded. 
To warn felse traitors from the like attempts. 
I never looked for better at his hands. 
After he once fell in with mistress Shore. 

Buck. Yet had we not determin*d he should die, 
tJntil your lordship came to see his end 5 
Which now the loving haste of these our friends. 
Somewhat against our meaning, hath prevented : 
Because, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor speds^ and timorously confess 
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The manner and the parpote of his treascMis ; 
That you might well have signify'd the same 
Unto the citizens, who, hap^r* poay 
"Misconstrae us in him, and wail his death. 

May. But, my good lord, your grace's word shall 
serve. 
As well as I had seen, and heard him speak : 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both. 
But 1*11 acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in this case. 

Glo. And to diat end we wish*d your lordship 
here. 
To avoid the censures of the carpii^ worid. 

BucL But since you came too late of our intent. 
Yet witness what you hear we did intend : 
And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell. 

lEsii Lord Mayor, 

Glo, Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham. 
The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post :—. 
There, at your meetest vantage of the time. 
Infer the bastardy of £dward*B children : 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen. 
Only for sajring-— he would make his son 
Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his house. 
Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxuiy. 
And bestial appetite in change of lust ; 
Which stretch*d unto their servants, daughters, wiv^ds. 
Even where his raging eye, or savage heart. 
Without control, listed to make his prey. 
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Kay, for a need^ thus far come near my person :-— 
Tell them^ when that my mother went with child 
Of that insatiate Edward^ noble York, 
My princely &ther, then had wars in France ; 
And^ by just computation of the time. 
Found, that the issue was not his begot ; 
Which weU appeared in his lineaments. 
Being nothing like the noble duke my father : 
Yet touch this sparingly, as 'twere far off; 
Because, my lord, you know, my mother lives. 

Buck. Doubt not, my lord ; 1*11 play the orator. 
As if the golden fee, for which I plead, - 
Were for mysdf : and so, my lord, adieu. 

Glo, If you thrive weU, Imng them to Baynard's 
castle ; 
Where you shall find me weU accompanied. 
With reverend fathers, and well-learaed bishops. 

Buck, 1 go } and, towards three or four o'clock. 
Look for the news that the Guild-hall afFordt. 

lExit Buck. 

Glo, Gro, Lovel, with all speed to doctor Shaw, — 
Go thou {t9 Cat."] to friar Penker ;— bid them both 
Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard's castle. 

[ExewU Lovel and Catesb^. 
Now will I in, to take some privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ; 
And to give notice, that no manner of person 
Have, any time, recourse unto the princea. [£xrvit/. 
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SCENE VI. 

A Street. 

Enter a Scrivener. 

Senv. Here is the indictment of the good lord 
. Hastings 5 
Which in a set hand fimrly is engross'd. 
That it may be to-day read o'er in Paul's. 
And mark how well the sequel hangs together :— 
Eleven hours I have spent to write it over^ 
For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me ; 
The precedent was fidl as long a doing : 
And yet within these five hours Hastings liv*d^ 
Untainted, unexamin'd, firee, at liberty. 
Here's a good world the while ! — Who b so grost^ 
That cannot see this palpable device ? 
Yet who so bold, but says— he sees it not ? 
Bad is the world; and all will come to nought. 
When such bad dealing must be seen in thought. 

lExit. 

SCENE VII. 

The Same. Court of Baynar^$ Cattle. 

Enter Gloster, and Buckingham, meeting. 

Gh. How now, how now ? what say the citixent ? 
Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
Hie citizens are nmm, say not a word. 
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do. T(mch*d you the bastardy of Edward's child- 
ren ? 

Buck, I did ; with his contract with lady Lucy^ 
Ahd his contract by deputy in France : 
The insatiate greediness of his desires^ 
And his enforcement of the city wives 5 
His t3nranny for triAes ; his own bastardy « — 
As being got^ your fiither then in France ; 
And his resemblance^ being not like the duke. 
Withal^ I did infer your lineaments^— 
Being the right idea of your &ther^ 
Both in your form and nobleness of mind : 
Lay*d open all your victories in Scotland^ 
Your discipline in war^ wisdom in peace^ 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 
Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose. 
Untouched, or slightly handled, in discourse. 
And, when my oratory grew to an end, 
I bade them, that did love their country's gaod. 
Cry — Gvd save Richard, England^ $ royal king ! 

Glo, And did they so ? 

Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a word ; 
But, like dumb statuas, or breathless stones, 
Star*d on each other, and looked deadly pale. 
Which when I saw, I reprehended them ; 
And ask*d the mayor, what meant this wilful sileoce : 
His answer was, — the people were not us*d 
To be spoke to, but by the recorder. 
Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again; — 
ThuM saith the duke, thus hath the duke inferfd; 
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But nothing spoke in warrant from himsdf. 
When he had done, some followers of mine own. 
At lower end o* the hall, hurFd up their caps. 
And some ten voices cry*^d, God save king Rickard / 
And thus I took the vantage of those few, — 
Thanks, gentle citizens, and friends, quoth I ; 
This general applause, and cheerful shout. 
Argues ycmr wisdom, and ymtr lave to Richard : 
And even here brake off, and came away. 

Glo, What tongueless blocks were they; Would 
they not speak ? 
Will not the miayor then, and his brethren, come ? ' 

Buck. The mayor is here at hand; Intend some 
fear: 
Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit : 
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand. 
And stand between two churchmen, good my lord ; 
For on tliat ground Fll make a holy descant : 
And be not easily won to our requests ; 
Play the maid's part, still answer nay, and take it. 

Glo. I go ; And if you plead as well for them^ 
As I can say nay to thee for myself. 
No doubt well bring it to a happy issue. 

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads; the lord mayor 
knocks. [Exit Glo. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizens, 

Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here ; 
I think, the duke will not be spoke withal. — 
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Enter, from the Caitle, Catesby. 

Now> Catesby ? what says your lord to my request I 

Cote, He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord. 
To Tisit him to-morrow, or next day : 
He 18 within, with two right reverend fathers. 
Divinely bent to meditation ; "^ 

And in no worldly suit would he be mov*d. 
To draw him frota his holy exercise. 

Buck, Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke ; 
Tell him, myself, the mayor and aldermen. 
In deep designs, in matter of great moment. 
No less importing than our general good. 
Are come to have some conference with hb grace. 

Cate. ril signify so much unto him straight. [^Exk. 

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an £d« 
ward! ^ 

He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed. 
But on his knees at meditation ; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans. 
But meditating with two deep divines ; 
Not sleeping, to engross his idle body. 
But praying, to enrich his watchful soul : 
Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof ^ 
But, sure, I fear, we shall ne*er win him to it. 

May. Marry, God dbfend his grace shofild say us 
nay! 

Buck, I f^, he will : Here Catesby conoes agaip j — 
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Repeater Catbsbt. 

Now, Catesby, what sa3rs his grace ? 

Cate. He wonders to what end you have assembled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him> 
His grace not being wam*d thereof before : 
He fearsj my lord^ you mean no good to him. 

Buck, Sorry I am> my noble cousin should 
Suspect me^ that I mean no good to him : 
By heaven, we come to him in perfect love ; 
And so once more return and tell his grace. 

[Exit Catedy. 
When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, *tis hard to draw them thence ; 
So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Glostbb, in a gallery, above, between two 
Bishops, Catbsbt returns. 

May, See, where his grace stands 'tween two cler- 
gymen ! 

Buck, Two props of virtue for a christian prince. 
To stay him from the fall of vanity : 
And, see, a book of prayer in his hand ; 
True ornaments to know a holy man.^ 
Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince^ 
Xiend favourable ear to our requests ; 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion, and right-christian zeal. 

Oh. My lord, there needs no such apology | 
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I rather do beseech you pardon me. 

Who, earnest in the service of my God, 

Neglect the visitation of my friends. 

But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleasure ? 

Buck, Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God above^ 
And all good men of this ungovem'd isle. 

Glo. I do suspect, I have done some ofience. 
That seems disgracious in the city's eye) 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buck. You have, my lord ; Would it might please 
your grace. 
On our entreaties, to amend your &ult ! 

Gh. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian land } 

Buck. Know^ then, it is your £mlt, that you resign 
The supreme seat, the throne majestical. 
The scepter'd office of your ancestors. 
Your state of fortune, and your due of birth. 
The lineal glory of your ro3ral house. 
To the corruption of a blemish'd stock : 
Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts, 
(Which here we waken to our country's good,) 
The noble isle doth want her proper limbs i 
Her &ce de&c'd with scars of infamy. 
Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants. 
And almost shoulder'd in the swallowing gulf 
Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion. 
Which to recure, we heartily solicit 
Your gracious self to take on you the chai^ 
And kiogly got emment of this your land : 

VOL. IX. H 
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Not as protector, steward, substitute^ 
Or lowly &ctor for another's gain ; 
But as successively, from blood to blood. 
Your light of bkth, your empery, your own. 
For this^ consorted with the citizens. 
Your very worshipful and loving friends. 
And by their vehement instigation. 
In this just suit come I to move your grace. 
Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in silence^ 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof. 
Best fitteth my degree, or your condition : 
If, not to answer,— you might haply think, 
Toiigue-ty*d ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty. 
Which fondly you wotild here impose on me ji 
If to reprove you for this suit of yours. 
So seasoned with your fiuthfiil love to me. 
Then, on the other side, I checked my friends. 
Therefore,-*to speak, and to avoid the first ; 
And then, in speaking, not to incur the last, — 
Definitively thus I answer you. 
Your love deserves my thanks j but my desert 
Unmeritable, shuns your high request. 
First, if all obstacles were cut away. 
And that my path were even to the crown. 
As the ripe revenue and due of birth ; 
Yet so much is my poverty of spirit. 
So mighty, and so many, my defects. 
That I would rather hide me from my greatness,- 
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heihg a bark to brook no mighty sea,*^- 
Tban in my greatness covet to be hid. 
And in the vapour of my glory smothered. 
But, God be thank*d, there is no need of me; 
(And much I deed to help you> if need were ;) 
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit. 
Which, mellow*d by the stealing hours of time. 
Will well become the seat of majesty. 
And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 
On him I lay what you would lay on me. 
The right alid fortune of his happy stars,^ 
Which, God defend, that I should wring firom him ! 

Buck, My lord, this argues conscience in your grace; 
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial^ 
All circumstances well considered. 
You say, that Edward is your brother's son ; 
So say we too, but not by Edward* s wife : 
For first he was contract to lady Lucy, 
Your mother lives a witness to his vow ; 
And afterwards by substitute betroth*d 
To Bona, sister to the king of France. 
These both put by, a poor petitioner, 
A care-craz*d mother to a many sons, 
A beauty-waning and distressed widow> 
Even in the afternoon of her best days. 
Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye, 
Seduc*d the pitch and height of all his thought^ 
To base declension and loath'd bigamy : 
By her, in his unlawful bed^ he got 
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This Edward^ whom our mannerB call— the princer 

More bitterly could I expostulate. 

Save that, for reverence to some alive, 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 

This profFer'd benefit of dignity : 

If not to bless us and the land withal. 

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 

From the cortuption of abusing time. 

Unto a lineal true-derived course. 

May, Do, good my lord; your citizens entreat 
you. 

Buck, Refuse not, mighty lord, this profier*d love. 

Cote. O, make them jo3rful, grant their lawful suit. 

Glo, Alas, why would you heap those cares od 
me ? 
I am unfit for state and majesty : — 
I do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 
I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck, If you refuse it,— as in love and zeal. 
Loath to depose the child, your brother's son ; 
As well we know your tenderness of heart. 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse. 
Which we have noted in you to your kindred^ 
And equally, indeed, to all estates, — 
Yet know, whe'r you accept our suit or no. 
Your brother's son shall never reign our king ; 
But we will plant some other in the throne. 
To the disgrace and downfid of your house. 
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And^ in this resolution^ here we leave you ; — • 
Come^ citizens^ we will entreat no more. 

[^Exemt Buck, and Cit. 

Cote, Call them again^ sweet prince^ accept their 
suit 5. 
If you deny them^ all the land will rue it. 

Gh, Will you enforce me to a world of cares? 
Well^ call them again ; I am not made of stone^ 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, [Exit Cataby, 
Albeit against my conscience and my soul. — 

Re-enter Buckingham^ and the rest. 

Cousin of Buckingham,— and sage, grave men, — 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back. 
To bear her burden, whe'r I will, or no, 
I must have patience to endure the load : 
But if black scandal, or foul-fac'd reproach. 
Attend the sequel of your imposition. 
Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; 
For God he knows, and you may partly see. 
How &r I am from the desire of this. 

May, God bless your grace ! we see it, and will 
say it 

Glo. In saying so, you shall but say the truth. 

Buck, Then I salute you with this royal title, — 
Long live king Richard, England's worthy king I 

AU. Amen. 

Buck. To-morrow may it please you to be crown*d ? 
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Gh. Even when you please^ since you will hsLvp 

it so. 
Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your grace; 
Anid so, most joyfully^ we take our leave. 
Glo, Come^ let us to our holy work again : — 

[To the Bishops. 
Farewel^ good cousin ;—farewel^ gentle friends. 

lExeunt 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Before the Tenser, 

Enter, on one side, Queen Elizabeth^ Duchess of 
YoRK> and Marquis of Dorset -, on the other, 
Anne Duchess of Ghster, kading Lady Marga- 
ret Plantagsnet, Clarence*^ young daugh^ 
ter, 

Duch, '^Who meets us here ? — my niece Planta- 
genet 
Led in tjbe hand of her kind aunt of Gloster ? 
Now, for my life^ she's wand'ring to the Tower, 
On pure heart's love, to greet the tender prince.*— 
Daughter, well met, 

Anne. God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of day ! 

Q.EUz. As much to you, good sister! Whither 
away? 

Anne. No further than the Tower ; and, as I guess. 
Upon the like devotion as yourselves, 
To gratulate the gentle princes there, ' 

Q. EUz, Kind sister, thanks; we'll eoter all to- 
gether: 

Enter Brakbnburt. 

And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes.—' 
Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the prince^ and my young son of York? 
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Brak. Right well^ dear madam : By your patience> 
I may not suffer you to visit them -, 
The kiog hath strictly charg'd the contrary. 

Q. Eliz. The king ! who's that ? 

Brak, I mean^ the lord protector. 

Q. Eliz. The lord protect him from that kingly 
title! 
Hath he set bounds between their love^ and me ? 
I am their niother^ who shall bar me from them ? 

Duch. I am their father's mother^ I will see them. 

Afifte, Their aunt I am in law^ in love their mo- 
ther: 
Then bring me to their sights j I'll bear thy blame. 
And take thy office from thee^ on my peril. 

Brak, No, madam, no, I may nq^ leave it so ; 
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon roe.* 

[£jFt^ Brak. 

Enter Stanley. 

Sian, Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour 
hence. 
And I'll salute your grace of York as mother. 
And reverend looker-on of two fair queens. — 
Come, madam, you must straight to Westminster. 

[7b the Duchess ofGloster. 
There to be crowned Richard's royal queen. 

Q. EUz, Ah, cut my lace asunder! 
That my pent heart may have some scope to beat. 
Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news. 

Anne, Despitefrd tidings ! O unpleasing news ! 
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Dcf. Be of good cheer : — ^Mother^ how feres your 
grace? 

Q. EUz. O Dorset^ speak not to me, get thee gone^ 
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels $ 
Thy roothei's name is ominous to children : 
If thou wilt outstrip deaths go cross the seas^ 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this slaughterhouse. 
Lest thou encrease the number of the dead ; 
And make me die the thrall of M aigaret's curse,— 
Nor mother, wife, nor £ngland*s counted queen. 

Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel^ 
madam :— - 
Take all the swift advantage of the hours ; 
You shall have letters from me to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 
Be not ta*en tardy by unwise delay. 

Duch, O ill-dispersing wind of misery ! — 
O my accursed womb, the bed of death ; 
A cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world. 
Whose unavoided eye is murderous ! 

Staru Come, madam, come 5 I in all haste was 
sent. 

Anne, And I with all unwillingness will go.— - 
O, would to God, that the inclusive verge 
Of golden metal, that must round my brow. 
Were red-hot steel, to seer me to the brain ! 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; 
And die, ere men can say — God save the queeo! 
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Q. Eliz. Go« go^ poor soiil> I envy not thy gloiy ; 
To feed my humour^ wish thyseJf no harm. 

^fine. No ! why ? — ^When he^ that is my husband 
now. 
Came to me^ as I follow*d Henry*8 corse ; 
IVhen scarce the blood was well wash*d firom his 

hands. 
Which issu*d from my other angel husband. 
And that dead saint which then I weeping followed > 
O, when, I say, I look'd on Richard's face. 
This was my wish, — Be thou, quoth I, accursed. 
For makwg me, so yotmg, 40 old a xvidow ! 
And, when thou xced'st, let sorrow haunt thy bed; 
And be thy wife (if any be so mad J 
More miserable by the life of thee. 
Than thou hast made me by my dear lorcTs death I 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again. 
Even in so short a space, my woman's heart 
Grossly grew captive to his honey words. 
And prov'd the subject of mine own soul's curse : 
Which ever since hath held mine eyes from rest s 
For never yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of deep. 
But with his timorous dreams was still awak'd. 
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick ; 
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 

Q. Eliz, Poor heart, adieu 5 I pity thy complaining 
Anne, No more than with my soul I mourn for youn 
Dor, Farewell, thou wofiil welcomer of glory ! 
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Jfme. Adiiea, poor 80ul> that tak*8t thy leave of it! 
Duch, Go thou to Richmond^ and good fortune 
guide thee ! — [To Dorset* 

Go thou to Richard^ and good angels tend thee !— - 

[To Anne. 
Go thou to sanctuary^ and good thoughts possess 
thee ! {To Q. EUzabeth. 

I to my grave^ where peace and rest lie with me I 
Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen. 
And each hour's joy wreck*d with a week of teen. 
Q. Eiiz. Stay yet; look back, with me^ unto the 
Tower. — 
Pity^ you ancient stones^ those tender bahes^ 
Whom envy hath inmiur*d within your walls I 
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones ! 
Rude ragged nurse ! old sullen play-fellow 
For tender princes, use my babies well ! 
So foolish sorrow bids your stones j&rewell. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

A 'Room of State in the Palace. 

Jlourish of trumpets. Richard, as king upon his 
throne; Buckingham^ Catesbt, a Page, and 
Others. 

K. Rich. Stand all apart. — Cousin of Bucking* 

ham, — 
Buck. My gracious sovereign. 
K, Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus high^ by thy 

advice^ 
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And thy assistance^ is king Richard seated :— 
But shall we wear these glories for a day ? 
Or shall they last^ and we rejoice in them ? 

jBucA:. Still live they, and for ever let them last ! 

K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham^ now do I play the 
touch. 
To try if thou be current gold, indeed : — 
Young Edward lives; — ^Think now what I wocdd 
speak. 

Buck, Say on, my loving lord. 

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be 
king. 

Buck. Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned liege. 

K. Rich. Ha ! am I king ? Tis so : but Edward 
lives. 

Buck. True, noble prince. 

K. Rich. O bitter consequence. 

That Edward still should live, — true, noble prince ! — 
Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull :— 
Shall I be plain ? I wish the bastards dead ; 
And I would have it suddenly performed. 
What say'st thou now ? speak suddenly, be brief. 

Buck, Your grace may do your pleasure. 

K, Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness 
freezes : 
Say, have I thy consent, that they shall die ? 

Buck. Give me some breathy some little pause^ 
dear lord. 
Before I positively speak in this : 
I will resolve your grace inmiediately. lExit Bud, 
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Catc, Tbe kii^ is angry -, see, he gnaws his lip. 

[Asid€. 

K. Rich. I will converse with iron-witted fools, 

[Descends from his throne. 
And unrespective boys ; none are for me. 
That look into me with considerate eyes :— 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect. — 
Boy,— 

Page. My lord. 

K. Rich. Know'st thou not any, whom corrupting 
gold 
Would tempt unto a close exploit of death ? 

Fage. I know a discontented gentleman. 
Whose humble means match not his haughty mind : 
(toM were as good as twenty orators. 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 

K. Rich. What is his name ? 

Fage. His name, my lord, is — TjrrreL 

K. Rich. I partly know the man; Go, call him 
hither, boy. — [Exit Page. 

The deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to niy counsels : 
Hath he so long held out with me untir*d. 
And stops he now for breath ? — well, be it so. — 

Enter Stan let. 

How now, lord Stanley ? what's the news ? 

Stan. Know, my loving lord. 

The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled 
To Bichmond, in the parts where be abides. 
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K. Rich. Come hither^ Catesby: rumour it aBroticI/ 
That Anne my wife is very grievous sick | 
I will take order for her keeping close. 
Enquire me out some mean-bom gentleman^ 
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence* daughter:—^ 
The boy is foolishj and I fear not him.— 
hook, how thou dream*st! — I say again^ give out. 
That Anne my queen is sick> and like to die : 
About it ; for it stands me much upon. 
To stop all hopes, whose growth may damage me. — 

[Exit Catesby^ 
I must be marry*d to my brother's daughter. 
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass : — 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her ! 
Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in 
So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin. 
Tear-^ing pity dwells not in this eye. — 

Re-enter Page, with Tyre el. 

Is thy name — ^Tyrrel ? 

Tyr, James Tyrrel, and your most obedient subject. 

X. Rich. Art thou, indeed ? 

Tyr. Trove me, my gracious lord. 

K. Rich. Dar*st thou resolve to kill a friend of 
mine ? 

Tyr. Please you ; but I had rather kill two enemies. 

K. Rich. Why, then thou Jiast it ; two deep 
enemies. 
Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep's disturbers 
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Ate they that I would have thee deal upon z 
Tynel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. 

Ti/r. Let me have open means to come to them^ 
And soon 1*11 rid 70U from the fear of them. 

K. Rich. Thou sing*8t sweet musick. Hark, come 
hither, Tyrrel ; 
Gq, by this tc^en :^Rise, and lend thine ear : 

\Whitpers» 
There is no more but so : — Say, it is done. 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it 

Tjfr, I will despatch it straight. [^ExU, 

JRe-cii/er B ucK I N G H A M. 

Buck, My lord, I have considered in my mind 
The late demand that you did sound me in. 

K. Rich. WeU, let that rest. Dorset is fled to 
Richmond. 

Buck. 1 hear the news, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's son : — Well, 
look to it. 

Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by promisCi 
For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd j 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables. 
Which you have promised I shall possess. 

K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife ; if she convey 
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 

Buck. What says your highness to my just request ? 

K. Rich. I do remember me, — Henry the sixth 
Did prophecy, that Richmond should be king. 



\ 
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When Richmond was a little peevish boy. 
*^A king ! — perhaps— 
\ Buck. My lord, — 

K, Rich, How chance, the prophet could not at 
that time 
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him ? 

Buck. My lord, your promise for the earldom, — 

K. lUch. Richmond ! — When last I was at Exeter, 
The mayor in courtesy show'd me the castle. 
And caird it — Rouge-mont : at which name, I 

started; 
Because a bard of Ireland told me once, 
I should not live long after I saw Richmond. 

Buck. My lord,— - 

K. Rick. Ay, what's o'clock ? 

Buck. 1 am thus bold 

To put your grace in mind of what you promis'd me. 

K. Rich, Well, but what is't o'clock ? 

Buck, Upon the stroke 

Of ten. 

K. Rich. Well, let it strike. 

Buck. Why let it strike ? 

K. Rich. Because that, like a jack, thou keep'st the 
stroke*' 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 
I am not in the giving vein to-day. 

Buck. Why, then resolve me whe'r you will, or no. 

K, Rich. Thou troublest me; I am not in the vein. 

[Exeunt King Richard and Train. 
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Buck And is It thiis > repays he 1117 deep senrioo 
With sQch contempt ? made I him king ior thb ? 
O, let me think on Hastings ; and be gone 
To Brecknock^ while my fearful head b on« [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

The Same. 

Enter Tyrkel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done; 
The most arch-deed of piteous tnassacre^ 
Tiiat ever yet this land was guilt a£, 
Dightonj and Forrest^ whom I did suborn 
To do this piece (^ ruthless butcheiT^ 
Albeit they were fiesh'd Tillains^ bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderness and mild coinpa^ion. 
Wept like two children, in their death's sad stbiy; 
O, thus, quoth Dighton^ lay the gentle bahee, — 
Thus, thus, quoth Forrest^ girdUng one another 
Withifi their alabaeter innocent armi .* ' 
Their lips were four red rotes on a stalk. 
Which, in their summer beauty, kissed each other. 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay; 
Which once, quoth Forrest, abnost changed mymmd; 
But, 0, the devil — there the villain stopped ; 
When Dighton thus told on^^-tof smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of' nature. 
That, from the prime creation, e'er shef am*d. — 
Hence both are gone with conscience and remorse^ 

VOL. XI. I 
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They could not speak j and so I left them both. 
To bear this tidmgs to the bloody king. 

Enter King Richard. 

And here he comes: — All health, my sovereign lord! 

K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel ! am I happy in thy news ? 

Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happiness, be happy then^ 
For it is done. 

K. Rkh. But didst thou see them dead i 

Tyr. I did, my lord. 

K. Bick, And buried, gentle Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. The chaplain of the tower hath buried them j 
But where, to say the truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich, Come to me, Tyrrel, soon at after supper. 
When thou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Mean time^ but think how I may do thee good. 
And be inheritor of thy desire. 
Farewell, till then. 

Tyr. I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

K. Rich. The son of Clarence have I penn*d up 
close j 
His daughter meanly have I matched in marriage ; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham*s bosom. 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night« 
Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aimis 
At young Elizabeth, my brothers daughter^ 
And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown. 
To her go Ij a jolly thriving wooer. 
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Enter Catesbt. 

Cate. My lord, — 

K, Rich. Good news or bad, that thou com'st in so 

bluntly ? 
Cate, Bad news, my lord : Morton is fled to 
Richmond > 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welshmen^ 
Is in the fields and still his power encreaseth. 

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more 
hear. 
Than Buckingham and his rash-levied strength. 
Come, — I have leam*d, that fearful conmienting 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay \ 
Delay leads impotent and snail-pac*d beggary : 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 
Jove*s Mercury, and herald for a king ! 
Go, muster men : My counsel is my shield ^ 
We must be brief, when traitors brave the field. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IT. 

The Same. Before the Palace. 
Enter Queen Maroarbt. 

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow. 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in these confines slily have I lurk'd^ 
To watch the waning of mine enemies. 
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A dire induction am I witness to> 
And will to France j hoping, the consequenccr 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret! who come» 
here? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and the Ducheu rf York. 

Q. Eliz. Ah, my poor princes ! ah> my tender 
babes! 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! 
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air. 
And be not flx'd in doom perpetual. 
Hover about me with your airy wings. 
And hear your mother's lamentation ! 

Q. Mar. Hover about her ', sslj, that right for right 
Hath dimm*d your infant mom to aged night. 

Duch, So many miseries have craz'd my voice. 
That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute^— 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt 

Q. EUz. Wilt thou, O God, fly from such gentle 
lambs. 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 
When didst thou sleep, when such a deed was done } 

Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my sweet 
son. 

Duch, Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-living 
ghost^ 
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Woe^s scene^ world's shame^ grave's due by life 

usurp'd, . 
Brief abstract and record of tedious dajs^ 
Rest thy unrest on England's lawful earth, 

[Sitting dofOMt 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood ! 

Q. Eliz. Ah> that thou would'st as soon afford a 
grave. 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ; 
Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here ! 
Ah^ who hath any cause to mourn, but we ? 

[Sitting down by her. 

Q, Mar, If ancient sorrow be most reverent. 
Give mine the benefit of seniory. 
And let my griefe firown on the upper hand. 
If sorrow can admit society, 

[Sitting down xoith tkem. 
Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine : — 
I had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him ^ 
I had a husband, till a Richard kill'd him : 
Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him ; 
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 

Duck, 1 had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him. 

Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard 
kiU'd him. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath cr^ 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death : 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes. 
To wony lambs, and lap their gentle blood ; 
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That foul de&cer of God*s handy- work ; 
That excellent grand tyrant of the earthy 
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls. 
Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves.— 
O upright, just, and true-disposing God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother's body. 
And makes her pew-fellow^ with others* moan ! 

Dvch. O, Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes 3 
God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 

Q. Mar. Bear with me ; I am hungry for revenge. 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward ; 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward 5 
Young York he is but boot, because both they 
Match not the high perfection of my loss. 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that stabb*d my Edward ; 
And the beholders of this tragick play. 
The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 
Untimely smother' d In their dusky graves. 
Richard yet lives, helVs black intelligencer 5 
Only reserv'd their factor, to buy souls. 
And send them thither: But at hand, at hand. 
Ensues his piteous and unpitied end: 
Earth gapes, hell bums, fiends roar, saints pray. 
To have him suddenly convey'd from hence :— 
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray. 
That I may live to say, The dog is dead ! 

Q. Eliz, O, thou didst prophecy, the time wofuld 
coxae. 
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Hiat I diould wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back*d toad. 
Q. Mar. I called thee then^ vain flourish of mj 
fortune ; 
I call'd thee then^ poor shadow^ painted queen; 
The presentation of but what I was. 
The flattering index of a direful pageant^ 
One heav'd a high, to be huii*d down below : 
A mother only nKx:k*d with two £ur babes ; 
A dream of what thou wast ; a garish flag. 
To be the aim of every dangerous shot ; 
A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; 
A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 
Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy two sons ? wherein dost thou joy ? 
Who sues, and kneels, and says — God save the queen ? 
Where be the bending peers that flatter*d thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops that followed thee ? 
Decline all this, and see what now thou art. 
For happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 
Eor joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 
For one being sued to, one that humbly sues ; 
For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care : 
For one that scom*d at me, now scom'd of me; 
For one being fear*d of all, now fearing one ; 
For one commanding all, obey*d of none. 
Thus hath the course of justice wheeFd about^ 
And left thee but a very prey to time -, 
Having do more but thought of what thou wert^ 
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To torture thee the more^ being what thou art. 

Thou didst usurp my place^ And dost thou not 

Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow ? 

Now thy proud neck bears half my burden*d yoke ; 

From which even here I slip my wearied head> 

And leave the burden of it all on thee. 

Farewel, York's wife, — and queen of sad nuschance^ — 

These English woes shall make me smile in France. 

Q. Eliz, O thou well skilled in curses, stay a while^ 
And teach me how to curse mine enemies. 

Q. Mar, Forbear to sleep the night, and £ist the 
day 5 
Compare dead lu^piness with living woe ; 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were» 
And he, that slew them, fouler than he is : 
Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse -, 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

Q. EUz, My words are dull^ O, quicken them with 
thine! 

Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp, and 
pierce like mine. lExit Q. Margaret. 

Duch, Why should calamity be full of words ? 

Q. Eliz. Windy attome3rs to their client woeSj 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys. 
Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 
liet them have scope : though what they do impart 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 

Dvch, If so, then be not tongue- ty*d: go with me. 
And in the breath of bitter words let's smother 
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H7 damned son^ that th^ two sweet sons smother*d. 

[Drum foUkm, 
J hear his drum^ — be copious in exclaims. 

Enter King Richard, and his Train, marching, 

K, Rich, Who intercepts me in my expedition ? 

Duch, O, she, that might have intercepted thee> 
'By strangling thee in her accursed womb. 
From aU the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done. 

Q. Eliz. Hid'st thou that £}rehead with a golden 
crown, 
^here should be branded, if that right were right. 
The slaughter of the prince that ow*d that crown, 
.And the dire death of my poor sons, and brothers ? 
Tell me, thou villain-slave, where Bre my children ? 

Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother 
Clarence ? 
^nd little Ned Plantagenet, his son? 

Q. EUz. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, 
Grey? 

Duch. Where is kind Hastings ? 

K. Rich, A flourish, trumpets '.—strike alarum, 
drums! 
X>et not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
^ail on the Lord's anointed : Strike, I say.— 

[I'iaurish, Alarum. 
Either be patient, and entreat me &ir, 
^r with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Duch. Art thou my son ? 
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K. Rich, Ay > I thank God, my father, and your- 
self. 

Dvch. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rick. Madam, I have a touch of your condition. 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Dueh. O, let me speak. 

K. Rich. Do, then j but FU not hear. 

Duck. I will be mild and gentle in my words. 

K. Rich, And brief, good mother; for I am in 
haste. 

Duch. Art thou so hasty ? . I have staid for thee, 
God knows, in torment and in agony. 

K. Rich, And came I not at last to comfort you ? 

Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know'st it well. 
Thou cam'st on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me ; 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy j 
Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, and furi- 
ous j 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous ; 
Thy age confirm*d, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody. 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canst thou name. 
That ever graced me in thy company ? 

K. Rich. Taith, none, but Humphrey Hour^, that 
called your grace 
To breakfast once, forth of my company. 
If I be so disgracious hi your sight. 
Let me march on, and not offend you, madam.-^ 
Strike up the drum. 
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Zhtch. I pr'ythee^ hear me speak. 

K. Rkh, You speak too bitterly. 

Duch. Hear me a word ; 

For I shall never speak to thee dgain. 

K. Rich, So. 

Duck. Either thou wilt die, by (rod's just ordin* 
ance. 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror 5 
Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish^ 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore, take with thee my most heavy curse ) 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more. 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear*st ! 
My prayers on the adverse party fight j 
And there the little souls of Edward's children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies. 
And promise them success and victory. 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end 5 
Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death attend. 

[Exit. 

Q. Eliz* Though £ar more cause, yet much less 
spirit to curse 
Abides in me 3 I say amen to her. IGoing, 

K, Rkh. Stay, madam, I must speak a word with 
you. 

Q. Eliz. 1 have no more sons of the royal blood. 
For thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard, — 
They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens ; 
And therefore level no( to hit their lives. 
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K. Rich. You have a daughter call*d^-Elizabelh« 
Virtuous and fair^ royal and gracious. 

Q. Eliz. And must she die for this ? O, let her live. 
And ni corrupt her manners^ stam her beauty ; 
Slander myself, as false to £dward*s bed > 
Throw over her the veil of infamy : 
So she may live unscarr'd of bleeding slaughter, 
I will confess she was not Edward's daughter. 

K. Rich. Wrong not her birthj she is of royal blood* 

Q. Eliz. To save her life, I'll say— she is not so. 

K, Rich. Her life is safest only in her birth. 

Q. Eiiz. And only in that safety died her brothers. 

K. Rich. Lo, at their births good stars were op* 
posite. 

Q. Eliz. No> to their lives bad friends were con- 
trary. 

K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of destiny. 

Q. EUz. True, when avoided grace makes destiny : 
My babes were destin*d to a fairer death. 
If grace had bless*d thee with a fairer life. 

K. Rich. You speak, as if that I had slain my 
cousins. 

Q. Elii. Cousins, indeed; and by their uncle 
cozen'd 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whose hands soever lanc*d their tender hearts. 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt. 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart*^ 
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To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 
But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame^ 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys. 
Till that my nails were anchored in thine eyes ; 
And I^ in such a desperate bay of death. 
Like a poor bark, of sails and tackl'mg reft. 
Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom* 

K, Rich, Madam, so thrive I in my entfsrffite, 
And dangerous success of bloody wars. 
As I intend more good to you and yours. 
Than ever you or yours by me were hann'd ! 

Q. EUz. What good is cover*d with the fioe of 
heaven. 
To be discovered, that can do me good ? 

K, Rick. The advancement of your children, gentle 
lady. 

Q. Eliz, Up to some scafibld, tiiere to lose their 
heads? 

K» Rich, No, to the dignity and height of fortune. 
The high imperial type of this earth's glory. 

Q. Eliz. Flatter my sorrows with report of it $ 
Tell me, what state, what dignity, what honour. 
Canst thou demise to any child of mine ? 

K, Rich, Even all I have ; ay, and myself and all. 
Will I withal endow a child of thine ; 
So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 
Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs. 
Which, thou supposest, I have done to thee. 

Q. Eiiz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy kindness 
Last longer telling than thy kindness' date. 



laff KING RICHARD UL 

K. Bick, Then know, that, from my soul, I lo^e 

thy daughter. 
Q. Eliz. My daughter*8 mother thinks it with her 

soul/- 
K. Bich. What do you think ? 
Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter, firom 
thy soul: 
So, fromjhy soul*s love, didst thou love her brothers ; 
And, from my heart's love, I do thank thee for it. 

K, Rich, Be not so hasty to'confound my meaning: 
I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter. 
And do intend to make her queen of England. 
Q. Eliz, Well then, who dost thou mean shall be 

her king ? 
K. Rich. £ven he, that makes her queen ; Whd 

else should be ? 
Q. EUz. What, thou ? 
K, Rkh. Even so : What think you 

of it, madam ? 
Q. Eliz. How canst thou woo her ? 
K, Rich. That I would learn of you^ 

As one being best acquainted with her humour. 
Q. Eliz. And wilt thou leam of me ? 
K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

Q. Eliz. Send to her, by the man that slew her 
brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave, 
Edward, and York ; then, haply, will she weep : 
Therefore present to her, — as sometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, steeped in Rutland's bloody— 
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A handkerchief; which^ say to her, did drain 

The purple sap firom her sweet brother*s body. 

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 

If this inducement move her not to love. 

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 

Tell her, thou mad*st away her uncle Clarence, 

Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and, for her sake, 

Mad*st quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich. You mock me, madam j this is not the 
way 
To win you daughter. 

Q. Eliz, There is no other way ; 

Unless thou could*8t put on some other shape. 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

K. Rich, Say, that I did all this for love of her ? 

Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed, she cannot choose but 
have thee. 
Having bought love with such a bloody spoil. 

K» Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now 
amended : 
Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes. 
Which after-hours give leisure to repent. 
If I did take the kingdom from your sons. 
To make amends, 1*11 give it to your daughter. 
If I have kill'd the issue of your womb. 
To quicken your increase, I will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter. 
A grandam*s name is little less in love. 
Than is the doting title of a mother 5 
They are as children, but one step below, 
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Even of your mettle, of your very blood 5 

Of all one pain, — save for a night of groans 

£ndiir*d of her, for whom you bid like sorrow* 

Your children were vexation to your youths 

But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 

The loss, you have, is but — a son being king, 

Andj by that loss, your daughter is made queen* 

I cannot make you what amends I would. 

Therefore accept such kindness as I can. 

Dorset your son, that, with a fearful soul> 

Leads discontented steps in foreign soil. 

This &ir alliance quickly shall call home 

To high promotions and great dignity : 

The king, that calls your beauteous daughter^ — wife^ 

Familiarly shall call thy Dorset — brother 3 

Again shall you be mother to a king. 

And all the ruins of distressful times 

Repaired with double riches of content. 

What ! we have many goodly days to see : 

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed. 

Shall come again, transform*d to orient pearl | 

Advantaging their loan, with interest 

Of ten-times-double gain of happiness. 

Gro then, my mother, to thy daughter go ; 

Make bold her bashful years with your experience ; 

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale ; 

Put in her tender heart the aspiring flame 

Of golden sov*reignty ; acquaint the princess 

With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys t 

And when this arm of mine hath chastised 
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The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come. 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror^s bed ; 
To whom I will retail my conquest won. 
And she shall be sole victress, Cxsar*s Csesar. 

Q. Eiix. What were I best to say ? her father's 
brother 
Would be her lord ? Or shall I say, her uncle ? 
Or, he that slew her brothers, and her uncles ? 
Under what title shall I woo for thee. 
That God, the law, my honour, and her love. 
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years ? 

JT* Rich. Infer Mr £ngland*s peace by this alliance* 

Q. £liz. Which she shall purchase with still lasting 
war. 

Ks Rich. Tell her, the king, that may command, 
entreats. 

Q. Eliz. That at her hands, which the king's King 
forbids. 

K, Rich. Say, she shall be a high and mighty queen. 

Q. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother doth. 

K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlastingly. 

Q. Eliz, But how long shall that title, ever, last ? 

K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end. 

Q. Eliz. But how l«ng fairly shall her sweet life 
last? 

K, Rich. As long as heaven, and nature, lengthens 
it. 

Q. Eliz. As long as hell, and Richard, likes of it. 

K. Rich. Say, I, her soy'reign, am her subject low. 

VOL. IX. K 
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Q. EUz. But she^ your subject^ loaths such sov'* 

reignty. 
X. Bich, Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 
Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best^ being plainly 

told. 
K. AicA.Then^ in plain terms tell her my lonng 

tale. 
Q. EUz. Plain^ and not honest, is too harsh a style. 
K. Rkk» You reasons are too shallow and too 

quick, 
Q. Eliz, O, no, my reasons are too deep and dead; — 
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves. 
K. Bick, Harp not on that string, madam ; that is 

past 
Q. EHz. Harp on it still shall I, till heart-strings 

break. 
K, Bdch. Now, by my george, my garter, and my 

crown,— 
Q. Eliz. Profan'd, dishonour*d^ and the tkird 

usurped. 
K, Rich. I swear. 

Q. EUz. By nothing ; for this is no oath« 

Thy george, profan*d, hath lost his holy honour > 
Thy garter, blemish*d, pawn*d his knighdy virtue | 
Thy crown, usurp*d, disgrac*d hb kingly glory : 
If something thou wouldst swear to be believed. 
Swear then by something that thou hast not wrong*d. 
K. Rich, Now by the world,— 
Q.EUz. *Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

K. Rich. My fiithei'a deaths— 
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Q. EUz. Thy I'lle hath that dishonour'd. 

K. Rich, Then, by myself, — 

Q. EUz. Thyself is self-mis-as'd. 

K. Rick. Why then, by God,— 

Q. EUz, God's wrong is most of all. 

If thou had*st fear*d to break an oath by htm. 
The unity, the king thy brother made. 
Had not been broken, nor my brother slain. 
If thou had'st fear*d to break an oath by him« 
The imperial metal, circling now thy head. 
Had grac*d the tender temples of my child j 
And both the princes had been breathing here. 
Which now, two tender bed-fellows for dust. 
Thy broken ^th hath made a prey for worms. 
What canst thou swear by now ? 

K. Rich. By the time to come. 

Q. EUz. That thou hast wronged in the time o*er« 
past; 
For I myself hare many tears to wash 
Hereafter time, for time past, wrong'd by thee. 
The children live, whose parents thou hast slaughtered, 
Ungovem*d youth, to wail it in their age : 
The parents live, whose children thou hast butcher'd. 
Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come ; for that thou hast 
Misus*d ere us*d, by times iU-us*d o*er-past. 

K. Rich, As I mtend to prosper, and repent ! 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arms! myself myself confound ! 
Heaven, and fcnrtune, bar me happy hours 
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Dbj, yield me not thy light ; nor, night, thy rest ! 

Be opposite all planets of good luck 

To my proceeding! if, Mrith pore heart's love, 

Immacnlate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter ! 

In her consists my happiness, and thine ; 

Without her, follows to myself, and thee. 

Herself, the land, and many a christian soul. 

Death, desolation, ruin, and decay : 

It cannot be avoided, but by this ; 

It will not be avoided, but by this. 

Therefore, dear mother, (I must call you so,) 

Be the attorney of my love to her. 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 

Not my deserts, but what I will deserve : 

Uige the necessity and state of times. 

And be not peevish found in great designs. 

Q. EHz. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ? 

K^ Rich, Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 

Q. Eliz» Shall I forget myself, to be myself? 

K, Rich, Ay, if your selTs remembrance wrong 
yourself. 

Q. EUz, But thou didst kill my children. 

K. Rich, But in your daughter*s womb I bury them: 
Where, in that nest of spicery, they shall breed 
Selves of themselves, to your recomforturew 

Q. EHz, Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ? 

K, Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Q. EUz. I go. — Write to me very shortly. 
And you shall understand from me her mind. 
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K. JRick, Bear her my true love*s kiss^ and so fare- 
well. [Kissing her. Exit Q. Elizabeih. 
Relenting fool, and shallow^ changing— woman ! 
How now ? what news ? 

£n/a* Ratclifp; Cat zsByfoUawing, 

Kat. Most mighty sovereign, on the western coast 
Rideth a puissant navy ) to the shore 
Throng many donbtfiil hollow-hearted friends^ 
Unarm'd, and unresolved to beat them back : 
lis thought, that Richmond is their admiral ; 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them ashore. 

K. Kick, *^Some light-foot friend post to the duke 
of Norfolk : — 
Ratcliff, thjrsdf, — or Catesby 5 where is he ? 
Cate. Here, my good lord. 

K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the duke. 

Cate. I will, my lord, with all convenient haste. 
K, Rich. Ratcliff, come hither : Post to Salisbury j 
"When thou com*st thither,— Dull unmindful villain, 

[To Catesby. 
Why stay*st thou here, and go*st not to the duke ? 
Caie. First, mighty liege, tell me your highness' 
pleasure. 
What from your grace I shall deliver to him. 

K. Rich, O, true, good Catesby 3<^Bid him levy 
straight 
The greatest strength and power he can make. 
And meet me suddenly at Salisbuij. 
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Cate. I go. [Bait 

Rat, What^ may it please you^ shall I do at Salis- 
bury? 
K, Rich, Why, what would'st thou do there, before 

Igo? 
Rat. Your highness told me, I should post before. 

Enter Stanley. 

K. Rich. My mind is changed. — Stanley, what news 

with you ? 
Stan. None good, my liege, to please you with the 
hearing ; 
Nor none so bad, but well may be reported. 

Jl. Rich. Heyday, a riddle ! neither good, nor bad! 
What need*st thou run so many miles about. 
When thou may*st tell thy tale the nearest way ? 
Once more^ what news ? 
Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 

K. Rich, There let him smk, and be the seas on 
him! 
White-livered runagate, what doth he there ? 
Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess. 
K, Rich. Well, as you guess ? 
Stan* Stirr*d up bjr Dorset^ Buckingham, and 
Morton, 
He makes for England, here to claim the crown. 
K. Rich. Is the chair emp^ ? is the sword un- 
8way*d ? 
Is the king dead ? the empire unpossessed ? 
What heir of York is there alive, but we ? 
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And who is England's king> but great York's heir ? 
Then^ tell me, what makes be upon the seas ? 

Stan, Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 

K. Rick, Unless for that he comes to be your liege. 
You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan, No, mighty liege 3 therefore mistrust me not. 

K, Bich. Where is thy power then, to beat him 
back? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ? 
Are they not now upon the western shore. 
Safe-conducting the rebels fh>m their ships ? 

Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the 
north. 

K. Bieh. Cold friends to me : What do they in the 
north. 
When they should serve their sovereign in the west? 

Stan, They have not been conmianded, mighty 
king: 
Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave, 
1*11 muster up my firiends; and meet your grace. 
Where, and what time» your majesty shall please. 

K. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to join with 
Richmond : 
I will not trust you, sir. 

Stan. Most mighty sovereign. 

You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful > 
I never was, nor never will be false* 

K, Rich. WeU, go, muster men. But, hear you, 
leave behind 
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Your son^ George Stanley : look your heart be firm. 
Or else his head's assurance is but frail. 
Stan. So deal with him^ as I prove true to you. 

[ExU Stanley. 

Enter a Meuenger. 

Mess, My gracious sovereign^ now in Devonshire, 
As I by friends am well advertised. 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate. 
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother. 
With many more confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess, In Kent, my liege,^ the Guildfords are in 

arms j 
And every hour more competitors 
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows strong. 

Enter another Messenger. 

3 Mess, My lord, the army of great Buckingham— 
K, Rich. Out on ye, owls ! nothing but songs of 

death ? [He strikes kim 

There, take thou that, till thou bring better news. 

8 Mess, The news I have to tell your majesty. 
Is, — that, by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is dispers'd and scattered } 
And he himself wander'd away alone. 
No man knows whither. 

K, Rich, O, I cry you mercy : 

There is my purse, to cure that blew of thine. 
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Hath any well-advised friend proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in? 

3 Mess. Such proclamation hath been made> my 

liege. 

Enter another Messenger. 

4 Mess, Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis Dorset, 
*Tis said^ my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 

But this good comfort bring I to your highness,— 
The Bretagne navy is dispers'd by tempest : 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks. 
If they were his assistants, yea, or no ; 
Who answered him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party : he, mistrusting them, 
Hois'd sail, and made his course again for Bretagne. 
K. Rich. March on, march on, since we are up in 
arms ; 
If not to fight with foreign enemies. 
Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

Enter Catesby. 

date. My li^e, the duke of Buckin^am is taken. 
That is the best news; That the earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 
Is colder news,* but yet they must be told. 

K. RicL Away towards Salisbury; while we reason 
here, 
A royal battle might be won and lost:— 
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Some one take order> Buckingham be brou^t 

To Salisbury ; — the rest march on with me. [Exetmi, 

SCENE V. 

A^Room in Lord Stanley*s House. 

Enter Stanley and Sir Cheistophei Urswick. 

Stan* Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from 
me : — 
That, in the sty of this most bloody boar. 
My son George Stanley is frank*d up in hold ; 
If I revolt, off goes young George's head j 
The fear of that withholds my present aid. 
But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 

Chris. At Pembroke, or at Ha'rford-west, in Wales. 

Stan. What men of name resort to him ? 

Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier j 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, sir William Stanley -, 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew; 
And many other of great fame and worth : 
And towards London do they bend their course^ 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Stan, Well, hie thee to thy lord ; commend me to 
him; 
Tell him, the queen hath heartily consented 
He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 
These letters will resolve him of my mind. 
Farewel. IGives papers to Sir Christopher. JExemU. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

SaUslmry, An open Place. 

Enter the Sheriff, and Guard, with Buckingham^ 

led to execution. 

Buck. Will not king Richard let me speak with 
him? 

Shtr. No^ my good lord 3 therefore be patient. 

Buck. Hastings^ and £dward*8 children^ Riven, 
Grey, 
Holy king Henry, and thy fair son Edward, 
Vaiighan, and all that have miscarried 
By und^hand corrupted foul injustice 3 
If that your moody discontented souls 
Do through the clouds behold this present hoar. 
Even for revenge mock my destruction ! — 
This is All-Souls' day, fellows, is it not ? 

Sher. It is, my lord. 

Buck. Why, then All-Souls* day b my body's 
doomsday. 
This is the day, which, in king Edward's time, 
I wish'd might &11 on me, when I was found 
False to his children, or his wife's allies : 
This is the day, wherein I wish'd to fidl 
By the &lse £iith of him whom most I trotted/ 
lliis, this All-Soul's day to my fearM soul. 
Is the determined respite of my wrongs. 
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Hiat high All-seer which I dally'd with. 
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head. 
And given in earnest what I begg*d in jest. 
Thas doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their master's bosoms : 
Thus Margaret's curse falls heavy on my neck, — 
When he, quoth she, thail split thy heart mth sorrow. 
Remember Margaret xoas a prophetess, — 
Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame ; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame ^. 

[Exeunt Buck. 4^. 

SCENE II. 

Plain near Tamworth. 

Enter, xnth drum and colours, Richmond, Oxford^ 
Sir James Blunt, Sir Walter Herbert, and 
Others, with forces, marcldng. 

Richm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving 

friends, 
Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny. 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment 5 
And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 
The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar. 
That spoil'd your summer fields, and fruitful vines. 
Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his 

trough 
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In your embowell*d bosoms ^, — thii foul swine 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle. 
Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn : 
From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march. 
In God's name, cheerly on, courageous friends. 
To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oxf, Every man's conscience is a thousand swords. 
To fight against that bloody homicide. 

Herb. 1 doubt not, but his friends will turn to us. 

Biunt. He hath no friends, but who aHe friends for 
fear; 
Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him. 

Rickm, All for our vantage. Then, in Grod's name, 
march: 
True hope is swift, and flies with swallow's wings. 
Kings it makes gods, and moaner creatures kings. 

lExami. 

SCENE III. 

Bomarth Field, 

Enter King Richard, and forces; the Duke of 
Norfolk, Earl of Svrrv^y, andOthers. 

K, Bich. Here pitch oiu: tents, even here in Bos* 
worth field. — 
My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ? 

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than nsf looks* 
K.Bich. My lord of Norfolk,— 
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Nor, Here, most gracious liege. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; Haf 
must we not ? 

Nor, We must both give and take, my loving lord. 

K. Eki, Up with my tent : Here will I lie to- 
night i 

[Soldiers begin toseiup the hinges tent. 
But where, to-morrow ? — ^Well, all's one for that. — 
Who hath descry'd the number of the traitors ? 

Nor, Six or seven thousand is their utmost power. 

K, Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that account : 
Besides, the king's name is a tower of strength. 
Which they upon the adverse faction want.— 
Up with the tent. — Come, noble gentlemen. 
Let us survey the vantage of the ground) — 
Call for some men of sound direction :— 
Let's want no discipline, make no delay; 
For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [ExetaU, 

Enter, on the other side of the field, Richmond, Sir 
William Brandon, Oxford, and other Lords* 
Some of the soldiers pitch Richmond '« tent, 

Richm, The weary sun hath made a golden set. 
And, by the bright track of his fiery car. 
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow.— 
Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard. — 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent ;— > 
I'll draw the form and model of our battle. 
Limit each leader to his several charge. 
And part in just proportion oiu: small power. 
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My lord of Oxford, — yoa, sir William Brandoo,— 
And 70a, sir Walter Herbert, stay with me : 
The eail of Pembroke keeps his regiment 3 — 
Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him. 
And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent :^- 
Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me ; 
Where is lord Stanley quartered, do yon know ) 

Bltint. Unless I have mistaken his colours much, 
(Which, well I am assured, I have not done,) 
His regiment lies half a mile at least 
South firom the mighty power of the king, 

Rkkm. If without peril it be possible, 
Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak with 

him, 
^And give him from me this most needful note. 

Blunt, Upon my life, my lord. Til undertake it $ 
^^nd so, God give you quiet rest to-night ! 

Bichm. Good night, good captain Blunt. Coroe« 
gentlemen, 
^Mjet us consult upon to-morrow's business ; 
^Q to my tent, the air is raw and cold. 

[Theif vdtkdraw into tie tent. 

'JSnter, to his tent. King Richard, Norfolk, Rat- 
cliff, and Catesby. 

K. Rich. What is't o'clock ? 
Cate. It's supper time, my lord ; 

^t's nine o'clock. 

K. Rich. I win not gup to-night— 
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Give me some ink and paper. — 

What, is my beaver easier than it was ?— 

And all my armour laid into my tent ? 

Cote. It is, my liege 3 and aH things are in readiness. 

K. Rich. Grbod Norfolk, hie thee to thy chaige ; 
Use careful watck, choose trusty sentinels. 

Nor, I go, my lord. 

K* Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle 
Norfolk. 

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit. 

K.Rich. Ratdiff,-- 

Rat. My lord ? 

K» Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arms 

To Stanley's regiment } bid him bring his power 
Before sun-rising, lest hb son Greorge fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night. — 
Fill me a bowl of wine.— Give me a watch " : — 

[7b Catesby. 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. — - 
Look that my staves ^ be sound, and not too heavy. 
Ratcliffe,— 

Rat. My lord? 

K. Rich, Saw'st thou the melancholy lord North- 
umberland ? 

Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himself. 
Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop. 
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers. 

K. Rich, I am satisfy*d. Give me a bowl of 
wine: 
I have not that alacrity of spirit. 
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^or cheer of mind^ that I was wont to have.— 
So, set it down. — Is ink and paper ready ? 
Bat, It is, mj Lord. 

K, Rich. Bid my gnard watch ; leave me. 

AboQt the mid of night, come to my tent 
And help to arm me. — Leave me, I say. 

[Kiug Richard letires into his lent* 
Exeunt Rat. and Cote. 

Hicumond'^ tent opens, and discovers him, and his 

officers, ^c. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm ! 

Rkhm. All comfort that the dark night can afford. 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law ! 
Tell me, how 6ures our loving mother ? 

Stan. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mother. 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good : 
So much for that. — The silent hours steal on. 
And flaky darkness breaks within the east. 
In brief, for so the season bids us be. 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning ; 
And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes, and mortal-staring war, 
I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot,) 
With best advantage will deceive the time. 
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms : 
But on thy side I may not be too forward. 
Lest, bdng seen, thy brother tender George 
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Be exeouted in his father's sight. 

Farewell : The leisure and the fearful time 

Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love. 

And ample interchange of sweet discourse. 

Which so long sunder'd friends should dwell upon ; 

God give us leisure for these rites of love ! 

Once ihore, adieu : — Be valiant, and speed well ! 

Bichm, Giood lords, conduct him to his regiment : 
I'll strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap } 
ticst leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow^ 
When I should mount with wings of victory : 
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 

lExeunt Lords, SfC» witkStan, 
O Thou ! whose Captain I account myself 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 
Put in their hands thy bmismg irons of wrath. 
That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 
Make us thy. ministers of chastisement. 
That we may praise thee in thy victory ! 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul. 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes ; 
Sleeping, and waking, O, defend me still ! [Sleeps, 

The Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Henry the Sixth, 
rises between the two tents. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 

[To K. Rici. 
Think, how thou stab'dst me in my prime of youth 
AtTewksbury; Despau: therefore, and die !— 
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Be cheerful, Richmond ; for the wronged louli 
Of butcher*d princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Henry^s issue^ Richmond, comforts thee. 

The Ghosi of King Henry the Sixth riset. 

Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed body 

C i o K. Rich. 
By thee was punched full of deadly holes : 
Think on the Tower, and me ; Despair, and die ; 
Harry the sixth bids thee despair and die !— 

Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror ! [To Rkhm. 
Harry, that prophecy*d thou should'st be king. 
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep ; Live^ and flourish ! 

The Ghost of Clarence rises. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow I 

[To K. Hick. 
1, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine. 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray*d to death ! 
To-morrow in the battle think on me. 
And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and die !*- 

Thou ofBqpring of the house of Lancaster. 

[ToRichm. 
The wronged heirs of York do pray for theei 
Good angels guard thy battle ! live and flourish ! 

The Ghosts of Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan, rise. 

Riv. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow, 

[To K. Rick. 
Rivers, that died at Pomfiet ! Despair, and die ! 
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Grey. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul despair ? 

[To K. Rick. 
Vaugh, Think upon Vaughan^ and^ with guilty 
fear^ 
Let fall thy lance ! Despair^ and die !— 

[To K, Rich. 
AIL Awake ! and think> our wrongs in Richard's 
bosom [7b RicAm, 

WiU conquer him 3 — awake^ and win the day ! 

The Ghost of Hastings rises. 

Ghost. Bloody and guilty; guiltily awake 3 

[To K. Rich. 
And in a bloody battle end thy days ! 
Think on lord Hastings 3 and despair^ and die ! — 
Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake ! [To Rickmt 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fidr England's sake ! 

The Ghosts of the two young Princes rise. 

Ghosts. Dream on thy cousins smothered in the 
Tower) 
Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death ! 
Thy nephews* souls bid thee despair and die. — 

Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy ^ 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy ! 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings ! 
Edward's unhappy sons do bid thee flourish. 
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The Ghost of Queen Anne rises, 

Ghost. Richard^ thy wife^ that wretched Anne thy 
wife. 
That never slept a quiet hour with thee> 
Now fills thy sleep with perturbations : 
To-morrow in the battle think on me^ 
And £dl thy edgeless sword) Despair, and die !— • 

Thou, quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep 5 

[To Bichm. 
Dream of success and happy victory ; 
Thy adversary's wife doth pray for thee. 

The Ghost of Buckingham rises. 

Ghost. The first was I, that help*d thee to the 
crown J [To K. Bkh, 

The last was I, that felt thy tyranny : 
0, in the battle think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of chy guiltiness ! 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death ; 
Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath ! — 
I died for hope, ere I could lend thee aid : 

[To Bkhm. 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismayed : 
God, and good angels, fight on Pichmond's side ; 
And Richard fidls in height of all his pride. 
[The Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts out of Ms 

dream* 
K» Rich. Give me another horse,<— bind up my 
wounds,— 
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Have mercy, Jesu ! — Soft j I did but dream.— ^ 
^ O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me !— ^ 
The lights burn blue. — It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
What do I fear ? myself? there's none else by : 
Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I 
Is there a murderer here ? No ;— Yes j I am : 
Then fly, — What, fipom myself? Great reason: 

Why? 
Lest I revenge. What ? Myse}f on n^self ? 
I love myself. Wherefore ? for any good. 
That I myself have done unto myself? 
O, no : alas, I rather hate myself. 
For hateful deeds conmiitted by myself. 
I am a villain: Yet I lie, I am not. 
Fool, of thyself spe^k well: — Fool, do not flatter. 
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues. 
And every tongue brings in a several tale. 
And every tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjury, perjury, in the high*st degree. 
Murder, stem murder, in the dir*st degree ; 
All several sins, all us*d in each degree. 
Throng to the bar, crying all, — Guilty ! guilty ! 
I shall despair. —There is no creature loves me ; 
And, if I die, no soul will pity me:— 
Nay, wherefore should they ? since that I myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself. 
Methought, the souJs of all that I had murder*d 
Came to my tent ) and every one did threat 
To-morrow's vengeance on the hea4 of Riohan^ 



y 
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Enter Hatclivf. 

Rat. My lord,— 

K. Rich. Who's there ? 

Rat. Ratcliff, mj lord; 'tis I. The early village 
cock 
Hath twice done salutation to the mom 5 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 

K. Rich. O, Ratdi^r^ I have dieam*d a fearM 
dream !— 
What thinkest thou ? will our friends prove all true ? 

Rat. No doubts my lord. 

K. Rich. Ratdiff, I fear, I fear,— 

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows. 

K. Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night 
Have atrudL more terror to the soul of Richard, 
Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers. 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; 
Under our tents 1*11 play the eaves-dropper. 
To hear, if any mean to shrink from me. 

lExeunt King Richard and Ratcl^. 

Richmond wakes. Enter Oxford and Others, 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 
' iUcAm. 'Cry mercy, lords, and watchfrd gentlemen^ 
That you have ta'en a tardy sluggard here. \ 

Lords. How have you slept, my lord ? 

Richm, The sweetest sleep, and fiiirest-boding 
diesuns> 
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That ever enter*d in a drowsy head. 
Have I since your departure had, my lords. 
Methou^t, their souls, whose bodies Richard mur- 
dered. 
Came to my tent, and ciy'd— On ! victory ! 
I promise you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so iaxr a dream. 
How far into the morning is it, lords ? 
Lords, Upon the stroke of four 
Richm, Why, then *tis time to arm, and give direc- 
tion.—- [He advances to the troops. 
More than I have said, loving countrymen. 
The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on : Yet remember this, — 
God, and our good cause, fight upon our side > 
The prayers of holy saints, and wronged souls. 
Like high-rear*d bulwarks, stand before our faces j 
Richard except, those, whom we fight against. 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 
Fof what is he they follow ? truly, gentlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; 
One raib*d in blood, and one in blood established ; 
One that made means to come by what he hath. 
And slaughtered those that were the means to help 

him} 
A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England's chair, where he is falsely set \ 
One that hath ever been God's enemy : 
Then, if you fight against God's enemy, 
God will, in justice, ward you as his^ soldiers ; 
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If you do sweat to put a tyrant down^ 
You sleep in peace, the Qrrant beiilg slain ; 
If you do fight against your country's foes. 
Your country's fat shall pay your pahis the hire ; 
If you do fight in safeguard of your wires. 
Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors ; 
If you do free your children from the sword. 
Your children's children quit it in your age. 
Then, in the name of God, and all these rights. 
Advance your standards, draw your willing swords: 
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold fiice ; 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The least of you shall share his part thereof. 
Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfiilly ; 
God, and saint George^* ! Richmond, and victoiy ! 

{^Exeunt, 

Re-enter King Ri c u a R D, Ra tc L i ff. Attendants, and 

Forces. 

K. Rich. What said Northumberland, as touching 

Richmond ? 
Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 
K, Rich, He said the truth : And what said Surrey 

then ? 
RaU He smil'd and said, the better for our purpose; 
J^. Rich. He was i'the right ) and so, indeed, it is. 

Clock strikes. 
Tel! the clock there. — Give me a calendar.—- 
Who saw the sun to-day ? 
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Rat. Not I^ my lord. 

K, Rick. Then, he disdains to shine; for, by the 
book. 
He should have brav*d the east an hour ago : 
A black day will it be to somebody.— 
Ratcliff,— 

l^of. Mylord? 

f. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day ; 

The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 
I would, these dewy tears were from the ground. 
Not shine to-day ! Why, what is that to me. 
More than to Richmond ? for the self-same heaven. 
That frowns on me> looks sadly upon him. 

Enter Norfolk. 

Nor, Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in the 
field. 

K.Rich. Come, bustle, bustle; — Caparison my 
horse; — 
Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power :— • 
J will lead forth my soldiers to the plain. 
And thus my battle shall be ordered. 
My foreward shall be drawn out all in length. 
Consisting equally of horse and foot; 
Our archers shall be placed in the midst : 
John duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of this foot and horse. 
They thus directed, we ourself will foUow 
In the main battle ; whose puissance on either side 
Shall be well winged with our chiefest hoirse.. 
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This^ and saint George to boot I-^What think*8t thou^ 
Norfolk ? 

Nor, A good direction, warlike sovereign.— 
This found I on my tent this morning. 

[Giving a scrawl. 

K. Rich, Jocky of Norfolk, he not too bold, [reads. 
For Dickon thy master is bought and sold. 
A thing devised by the enemy. — 
Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge i 
Let not our babbling dreams alight our souls ; 
Conscience Ls but a word that cowards use^ 
Devis'd at first to keep the strong in awe; 
Our strong arms be our conscience^ swords our law, 
March on, join bravely, let us to*t pell-niell| 
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. — 

What shall I say more than I have infer*d ? 
Rememl)er whom you are to cope withal 3— 
A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and run-aways, 
A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants. 
Whom their o*er-cloyed country vomits forth 
To desperate ventures and assur'd destruction. 
You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest ; 
You having lands, and blessed with beauteous wives. 
They would restrain the one, distain the other. 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow. 
Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost ? 
A milk-sop, one that never in his life 
Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow ? 
Let's whip these stragglers o'er the seas again | 
Lash hence these over-weening rags of France, 
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These famish'd beggars^ weary of their lives ; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit. 

For want of means, poor rats, had hang*d themselves : 

If we be conquer*d, let men conquer us. 

And not these bastard Bretagnes ; whom our fathers 

Have in their own land beaten, bobb*d, and thump*d. 

And, on record, left them the heirs of shame. 

Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with our wives? 

Ravish our daughters ? — Hark, I hear their drum. 

[Drum afar cff. 
Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen I 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood ; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves !— 

'Enter a Messenger. 

What says lord Stanley ? will he l^ing his power ? 

Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

K. Rich, Off instantly with his son George's head. 

Nor. My lord, the enemy is passed the marsh | 
After (be battle let George Stanley die. 

K, Rich, A thousand hearts are great within my 
bosom : 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes ; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of iieiy dragcMis ! 
Upon them ! Victory ^its on our helms. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 

Another Tart of the Held. 

Alarum. Excursions. Enter Norfolk, and forces; 

to him Catesby. 

Cate. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man. 
Daring an opposite to every danger; 
His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights. 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 
Rescue, ^ir lord, or else the day is lost! 

Alarum. Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich. ^^ A horse! a horse! my kingdom for 9 
horse! 

Cate. Withdraw, my lord. Til help you to a horse. 

J^. Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon a cast. 
And I will stand the hazard of the die : 
I think, there be six Richmonds in the field ) 
Five have 1 slain to-day, instead of him : — 
A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! [Exeunt. 

Alarums^ Enter King Richard aff(/ Richmond ; 
and exeunt Jighting. Retreat, and Nourish. Then 
enter Richmond, Stanley, bearing the crown, 
Tcith divers other Lords, and Forces. 

Richm. God, and your arms, be prais*d, victorious 
friends ) 
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 
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Stan, Courageous Richmond^ well hast thou acquit 
thee! 
Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty. 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I plucked off, to grace thy brows withal 5 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Bkhm. Great God of heaven, say, amen, to all ! — 
But, tell me first, is young George Stanley living ? 

Stan, He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town ; 
Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us. 

Richtn. What men of name are slain on either side? 

Stan, John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and sir William Brandon. 

Ridtm, Inter their bodies as becomes their births. 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled. 
That in submission will return to us ; 
And then, as we have ta*en the sacrament. 
We will unite the white rose and the red:— 
Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction. 
That long hath frown*d upon their enmity !— 
What traitor hears me, and says not, — amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and scarred herself; 
Hie brother blindly shed the brother's bloody 
The father rashly slaughtered his own son, 
llie son, compell'd, been butcher to the sire j 
All this divided York and Lancaster, 
Divided, in their dire division". — 
O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true succeeders of each royal house. 
By God's fair ordinance conjoin together ! 
And let their heirs, (God, if they will be so,) 
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Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac*d peace. 

With smiling plenty^ and fair prosperous days ! 

Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would reduce these bloody days again. 

And make poor England weep in streams of blood ! 

Let them not live to taste this land's increase. 

That would with treason wound this fair land's peace! 

Now civil wounds are stopp*d, peace lives again ; 

That she may long live here, Grod say — ^Amen ! 

lExeunt 
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' He capers — ] War tapen. This is poetical; 
though a little harsh ; if it be York that capers^ the 
antecedent is at such a distance^ that it is almost fbr« 
gotten. JORNSOM. 

* — Warwick*s youngest daugher:] This speeck 
corrects an inadvertence of Shakspeare, at the dose of 
the third act of Henry VI* Part 3, for there Warwick 
is made to say^ that he will join his cldett daughter to 
Edward prince of Wales. 

* 'Me, dead Henry's woundt. 

Open their congetWd nunitkst and bleed afreeh /] It 
is a tradition very generally received^ that the mur^ 
dered body bleeds on the touch of the murderer. This 
was BO much believed by sir Kenelm Digby, that he 
has endeavoured to explain the reason, johwson. 

^ Imagine 1 have said farewell already, 1 Gibber, who 
altered K. Rich. III. for the stage, was so thoroughly 
convinced of the ridiculousness and improbability of 
this scene, that he thought himself obliged to make 
Tressel say^ 

VOL. IX. If 



162 ANNOTATIONS. 

When future chronicles shall speak of this. 
They will be thought romance, not history. 

STEEVENS. 

' '-■^and, no doubt, right royal,] Of the degree 
of royalty belonging to Henry the sixth there could 
be no doubt, nor could Richard have menticHfted it 
with any such hesitation -, he could not indeed veiy 
properly allow him royalty* I believe we should read, 

and, no doubt, right loyal. 

That is, true to her bed. He enumerates the reasons 
for which she should love him. He was young, vdse, 
and valiant; these were apparent and indisputable 
excellencies. He then mentions another not less 
likely to endear him to his wife, but which he had 
less opportunity of knowing with certainty, and, no 
doubt, right loyal. j o h K so n. 

Richard means onXjfuU of all the noble properties of 
a king. No doubt, right royal, may, however, be 
ironically spoken, alluding to tlie incontinence of 
Margaret. steeveks* 

^ Hear me, you wrangling pirates, &c.] This scene 
of Margaret's imprecations is fine and artful. She 
prepares the audience, like another Cassandra, for the 
following tragic revolutions. w a aBU rto n . 

^ that bottled spider, "] A spider is called 

bottled, because, like other insects^ he has a middle 
slender and a belly protuberant. Richard's form 3iid 
venom, made her liken him to a spider, johnson. 

^ Peace, master Marquis, you are malapert, &c.] 
Shakspeare may either allude to the late creation of 
the marquis of Dorset, or to the institution of the title 
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of marquis here in Eogland, as a special dignity, 
vhich was no older than Richard II. Robert Vere, 
earl of Oxford, was the first, who, as a distinct 
dignity, received the title of marquis, 1st December, 
anno nvno Richardi aecundi. See Ashmc^e's History of 
the Order of the Garter, p. 456. oret. 

• ^frank*d up tofatttng ] A frank is an old 

English word for a hog'Sty. Tis possible he uses this 
metaphor to Clarence, in allusicm to the crest of the 
femity of York, which was a boar. Whereto relate 
those ^mons old yerses on Richard III. 
The cai, the rat, and Lovei the dog. 
Rule ail England under a hog. pope. 

The same metaphor occurs in the last scene of act iv. 

'° lawful quest — ] Quest hjury or intfueit* 

^* Have I a tongue to doom my brother* s death f] This 
lamentation is very tender and pathetick. The re- 
collection of the good qualities of the dead is very 
natural, and no less naturally does the king endeavour 
to communicate the crime to others. 

*• Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be 
JetcKd"] Edward the young prince, in his Other's life- 
time, and at his demise, kept his household at Ludlow, 
as prince of Wales ; under the governance of Antony 
WoodviUe, earl of Rivers, his uncle by the mother's 
side. The intention of his being sent thither was to 
see justice done in the Marches i and by the authority 
of his presence, to restrain the Welshmen, who were 
wild, dissolute, and ill-disposed, fix>m their accustomed 
murders and outrages. Vid. Hall, Holinshed, &c. 

THEOBALD. 
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w to your diamber.] Camera regia, firom itt 

being the city of ro3ral residence. 

" Thys, like the formal vice. Iniquity, 

I moralize two meaningi in one vwrd."] By vice, 
the author means not a quality , but a person. There 
was hardly an old play, till the period of the Reformat 
Hon, which had not in it a devil, and a droll character, 
a jester; (who was to play upon the devil ;) and this 
buffoon went by the name of a Vice, This bighorn 
was at first accoutred with a long jerkin, a cap with 
a pair of ass*s ears, and a wooden dagger, with which 
(like another Harlequin) he was to make sport in 
belabouring the devil. This was the constant enter- 
tainment in the times of popery, whilst spirits, and 
witchcraft, and exorcising held their own. When 
the Reformation took place, the stage shook off some 
grossities, and encreased in refinements. The master- 
devil then was soon dismissed from the scene ; and 
this buffoon was changed into a subordinate fiend, 
whose business was to range on earth, and seduce 
poor mortals into that personated vicious quality, 
which he occasionally supported ^ as, iniquity in 
general, hypocrisy, usury, vanity, prodigality, gluttony, 
&c. Now, as the fiend (or vice J, who personat^ 
Iniquity (or Hypocrisy, for instance) could never 
hope to play his game to the purpose but by hiding 
his cloven foot, and assuming a semblance quite dif- 
ferent from his real character 3 he must certainly put 
on a formal demeanour, moralize and prevaricate in 
his words, and pretend a meaning directly opposite to 
his genuine and primitive intention. If this does not 
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ttphin the passage in question^ 'tis all that I can at 
present suggest upon it. th bo bald. 

Dr. Warburton and Mr. Upton have also written 
long notes to illustrate the character of vice ; but they 
do not give a more satis&ctory account of that per* 
sonage, than what is contained in the above remarka 
of Theobald. Dr. Johnson is^ I believe^ right in at- 
tributing to him something of the character of our 
modem Punch. 

" J have nothing to add to the observations of these 
learned critics^ but that some traces of this anti- 
quated exhibition are still retained in the rustic puppet- 
plays^ in which I have seen the Devil very lustily be- 
laboured by PuHck, whom I hold to be the legitimate 
successor of the old Vice" 

'^ Because that lam little, like an ape^] The reproach 
seems to consist in this: at country shews it was 
common to set the monkey on the back of some other 
animal, as a bear. The duke^ therefore, in calling 
himself ape, calls his uncle hear, j o h n s o k. 

*• came upon your cu e ] This eiqiression \% 

borrowed from the theatre. The cue, queue, or taU 
of a speech, consists of the last words, which are the 
token for an entrance or answer. To come on the cue^ 
therefore, is to come at the proper time. 

'' Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumbU^ 
&c.] So in the Legend of Lord Hastings by M. D. 
My palfrey, in the plainest paved street. 
Thrice bowed his bones, thrice kneeled on the floor. 
Thrice shinm'd (as Balaam's ass J the dreaded ToxpV. 
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The housings of a horse, and sometimes a h<»'ae hica* 
self, were anciently called the foot-cloth. So in Ben 
Jonson*s play called The Case is altered^ 

" ril go on mjfoot'cloth, V\\ turn gentlemaD.*' 
80 in the tragedy of Mtdeasses the Turk, l6\0, 

" I have seen, since my coming to Florence^ the 
*' son of a pedlar mounted on a/oo/-c/bM.** 
Again, in A fair Quarrel, by Middleton, I617* 

" thou shalt have a physician, 

<' The best that gold can fetch upon hiifoot^clotk.*' 

8TEEVEN9* 

" to engross—] To fatten or pamper. 

'* Who meets us here f—my niece Plantagenet, 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster f] Here[ 
is a manifest intimation, that the duchess of Gloster 
leads in somebody in her hand ; but there is no di- 
rection marked in any of the copies, from which we 
can learn who it is. I have ventured to guess it mu.st 
be Clarence's young daughter. The old duchess of 
York calls her niece, i. e. grand-daughter ; as grand- 
children are frequently called nephews, t h eo b a l n . 

^ A king I perhaps " ' " ] From hence to the words. 
Thou troublest me, I am not in the vein — ^have been left 
out ever since the first editions, but I like them well 
enough to replace them. pope. 

The allusions to the plays of Henry VI. are no 
weak proofs of the authenticity of these disputed 
pieces. johnson. 

«* Because that like a Jack thou keep'st the stroke.^ 
An image, like those of St. Dunstan's church in fleet- 
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street, winch strike on the bell to mark the hour, waa 
called a Jack of the clock, 

** p ew-fellow ] That i« companion. Sir J. 

Hawkins says the word is yet in use. 

** Humphrey Hour, — ] This may probably be 

an allusion to some affiiir of gallantry of which the 
duchess had been suspected. I cannot find the name 
in Holinshed. Surely the poet*s fondness for a quibble 
has not induced him at once to personify and christen 
that homr of the day which summoned his mother to 
bieak&st? stebviens. 

*^ Tiil it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart] 
Sfaaskpeare is veiy fond of this broken metaphor. It 
occurs several times in his plays. In the Merchant 
of Venice thie extravagance is carried still father 
Not on thy sole, hut on thy soul, harsh Jew, 
Thou mak*st thy knife keen, 

•* Some Ught'foot friend post to the duke '] 

Richard's precipitation and confusion is in this scene 
very happily represented by inconsistent orders, and 
sadden variations of opinion. 

a« blame the due of blame,] This scene should, 

in my opinion, be added to the foregoing act, so the 
fourth act will have a more fuU and striking con- 
clusion, and the fifth act will comprise the business of 
the important day, which put an end to the. competi- 
tion of York and Lancaster. Some of the quarto 
editions are not divided into acts, and it is probable^ 
that this and many other plays were left by the author 
i& one unbroken continuity, and afterwards dis- 
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tributed by chanoe^ or what seems to have been A 
guide very little better^ by the judgment or caprice of 
the first editors. johnsok. 

^ Jn yofir embowell'd frcwomi.] Exenterated; ripped 
tip: alluding, perhaps, to the Promethean vulture; 
or, more probably, to the sentence pronounced in the 
English courts against tmitors, by which they are 
condemned to be hanged^ drawn^ that is^ cmbawelled, 
and quarteiied. 

<9 ■ Gfpc me a watch:] A watch has many 
significations^ but I should believe that it means in 
this place not a sentinel, which would be regularly 
placed at the king's tent 3 nor an instrument to mea* 
f ure time, which was not used in that age ; but a 
watch-light, a candle to bum by him ; the light that 
afterwards burnt blue ; yet a few lines after^ he sajrs. 

Bid my guard watck, 
which leaves it doubtful whether loatck is not here a 
sentinel. johnsok. 

I believe that particular kind of candle is here 
meant, which was anciently called a vxUck, because^ 
being marked oat into sections, each of which ws a 
certain portion of time in burning, it supplied the 
place of what we now call a watch. I have seen these 
candles represented with great nicety in some of the 
pictures of Albert Durer. steevbks, 

^ Look that my staves be sound, — '} Staves mean 
the shafts, or wooden handles of the lances. 

*• O cofward conscience^ — ] This is extremely fine. 
The speaker had entirely got the better of his comci* 
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tnee^ and banished it from all his waking thoaghts. 
But it takes advantage of his sleep^ and frights him in 
his dreams. With greater elegance therefore he is made 
to call it coward conscience, which dares not encounter 
him while he is himself awake, and his £icultiet 
entire} but takes advantage of reason being off its 
guard, and the powers of the soul dissolved in sleep. 
But the players, amongst their other innumerable ab- 
surdities in the representation of this tragedy, make 
Richard say, instead of O coward conscience, O tyrant 
conscience / whereby not only a great beauty is lost,, 
but a great blunder committed. For Richard had 
entirely got the better of his conscience; which could, 
on no account, therefore, be said to play the tyrant 
with him. war burton. 

'* God, and saint Greorge! — ] Saint George was 
the common cry of the English soldiers when they 
charged the enemy. The author of the old Arte of 
Warre, printed in the latter end of queen Elizabeth's 
reign, formally enjoins the use of this cry among his 
military laws, page 84. 

" Item, that all souldiers entring into battaile, 
'' assault, skirmish, or other Action of armes, shall 
have for their common cry atid word. Saint George, 
forward, or %q>on them, saint George, whereby the 
'' souldiour is much comforted, and the enemy dis- 
maied by calling to minde the ancient valour of 
England, which with that name has so often been 
victorious ; and therefore he, who upon any sinister 
zeale shall maHciousfy omit so fortunate a name. 
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'' shall be seoerefy pntdshed for his bbstioate 

" hearty and perverse mind.** wabton. 

^ A horse! a horse I ] Some inquiry hatbbeeil 

made for the first performers of the capital cbaiao 

ters of Shakspeare. 

We leam^ that Burbage, the alter Roscina of 

CamdeQ, was the original Richard^ from a passage in 

the poems of bishop Corbet -, who introduces his host 

St Boswortli describing the battle, 
*' But when he would have said king Richard died^ 
And call*d a horse, a horse, he Burbage cried.*' 

FARMER. 

'^ JU this divided York and Lancaster, 

Divided in their dire division,'] I think the pass- 
age will be somewhat improved by a slight altera^ 
tion. 

Jll that divided York and Lancaster, 
Divided in their dire division, 
now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true succeeders of each royal house. 
By Gods fair ordinance conjoin together. 
Let them unite all that York and Lancaster divided. 

J0HN80K. 
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The play of Heniy the Eighth is one of those^ which 
still keeps possession of the stage^ by the splendor of 
Its pageantry. The coronation^ about forty yean ago, 
drew the people together in multitudes for a great 
part of the winter. Yet pomp is not the only merit 
of this play. The meek sorrows and virtuous distress 
of Catherine have furnished some scenes^ which may 
be justiy numbered among the greatest efibrt cf 
tragedy. But the genius of Shakq)eare comes in and 
goes out with Catherine. Every other part may be 
easily conceived and easily written. johksoit. 



PROLOGUE. 

I COM E no more to make you laugh } things now^ 

That bear a weighty and a serious hrow^ 

Sad^ hlgh« and working, full of state and woe. 

Such nuble scenes as draw the eye to flow. 

We now present. Those, that can pity, here 

May, if they think it weU, let fall a tear -, 

The subject will deserve it. Such, as give 

Their money out of hope they may believe. 

May here And truth too. Those, that come to see 

Only a show or two, and so agree. 

The play may pass 3 if they be still, and willing, 

m undertake, may see away their shilling 

Richly in two short hours. Only they. 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy play, 

A noise of targets ; or to see a fellow 

In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow. 

Will be deceived : for, gentle hearers, know. 

To rank our chosen truth with such a show 

As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting 

Our ovni brains, and the opinion that we bring, 

(To make that only true we now intend ^) 

Will leave us never an understanding fHend. 

Therefore, for goodness* sake, and as you are known 

The first and happiest hearers of the town. 

Be sad, as we would make ye : *Think> ye see 

The very persons of our noble story, 

VOL. IX. o 
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As they were living ; thinks you see them great. 
And follow*d with the general throngs and sweat. 
Of thousand friends ^ then, in a moment, see 
How soon this mightiness meets misery ! 
And, if you can be merry then. Til say, 
A man may weep upon his wedding day. 



Persons Represented* 



'King Henrt the Eighth, 

Cardinal Wo ls e y . Cardinal CamPeius. 

Cafucius, Ambassador from the Emperor, Charles V, 

Cranmer, Archbishop of Canterbury. 

l>tfAe of Norfolk. DiiAeof Buckinoham^ 

DtfArf of Suffolk. J5ar/ of Surrey. 

Lord Chamberlain, Lord Chancellor. 

Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester. 

Bishop of Lincoln. Lord Abergavenny. Lord 

Sands. 
Sir Henry Guildford. 5ir Thomas Lovell. 
Sir Anthony Denny. Sir Nicholas Vaux. 
Secretaries to Wokcy. 
Cromwell, Servant to Wolsey, 
Griffith, Gentleman-Usher to Queen Katharine. 
Three other Gentlemen, 
Doctor Butts, Physician to the King. 
Garter, King at Arms. 
Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham, 
Brandon, and a Serjeant at Arms, 
Door-keeper of the Council-Chamber, Porter, and his 

Man. 
Page to Gardiner, A Cryer. 

Queen Katharine, wife to King Henry ; afterwards 

divorced. 
Anne Bullen^ her maid of honour; afterwards 

Queen, 
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An old Lady, Friend to Anne Btdlen, 
Patience^ Woman to Queen Katharine, 

Several Lords and Ladies in the dumb shows ; Women 
Mending upon the Queen; Spirits, which appear to 
her; Scribes, Officers, Guards, and other Attendants. 

SCENE, ckiefy tn London, and Westminster; once, at 

KtmboUon. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

London, An Antichamber in the Palace. 

Enter the Duke ^Norfolk, at one door; at the 
other, the Duke of Buckingham^ and the Lord 
Abergavenny. 

Buckingham, Good morrow^ and well met How 
bave you done^ 
Since last we saw in France ? 

Nor, I thank your grace : 

Healthful; and ever since a fresh admirer' 
Of what I saw there. 

Buck, An untimely ague 

Stay*d me a prisoner in my chamber^ when 
Those suns of glory^ those two lights of men« 
Met in the vale of Arde. 

Nor. Twixt Guynes and Arde : 

I was then present, saw them salute on horseback } 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together ; 
Which had they, what four thron'd ones oouJd have 

weigh*d 
Such a compounded one ? 
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Buck. All the whole time 

I was jpaj chamber's prisoner. 

Nor, Then you lost 

The view of earthly gloiy : Men might say. 
Till this time, pomp was single ; but now marry*d 
To one above itself. Each following day 
Became the next day*s master, till the last 
Made former wonders it's : To-day, the French, 
All clinquant*, all in gold, like heathen gods. 
Shone down the English 5 and, to-morrow, thej 
Made Britain, India : every man, that stood, 
Show*d like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were 
As cherubins, all gilt : tlie madams too. 
Not us*d to toil, did almost sweat to bear 
The pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them as a painting ! now this mask 
Was cry'd incomparable) and the ensuing night 
Made it a fool, and beggar. The two kings. 
Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst. 
As presence did present them ; him in eye. 
Still him in praise: and, being present both, 
*Twas said, they saw but one -, and no discerner 
Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these suns 
(For so they phrase them), by their heralds challenged 
The noble spirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought's compass ; that former fabulous story. 
Being now seen possible enough, got credit. 
That Bevis* was believ'd. 

Buck, O, you go for. 

^or. As I belong to worship, and effect 
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In honour honesty, the tract of every thing 
Would by a good discourser Jose some life. 
Which action's self was tongue to. All was royal ; 
To the disposing of it nought rebell*d. 
Order gave each thing view 5 the (^ce did 
Distinctly his full fiinction. 

Buck. Who did guide^ 

I mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of this grreat sport together, as you guess ? 

Nor, One, certes, that promises no element 
In such a business. 
Buck. I pray you, who, my lord ? 

Nor. All this was order*d by the good discretion 
Of the right reverend cardinal of York. 

Buck, The devil speed him ! no man's pie is free'd 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce vanities? I wonder. 
That such a keech^ can with his very bulk 
Take up the rays o'the beneficial sun. 
And keep it firom the earth. 

Nor. Surely, sir. 

There's in him stuff that puts him to these ends : 
For, being not propp'd by ancestry, (whose grace 
Chalks successors their way,) nor call'd upon 
For high feats done to the crown ; neither ally*d 
To eminent assistants, but, spider-like. 
Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note. 
The force of his own merit makes his way; . 
A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. 
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Jbcr, I cannot tell 

What heaven hath given him^ let some graver eye 
Pierce into that -, but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of him : Whence has he that ? 
If not from hell^ the devil is a niggard -, 
Or has given all before^ and he begins 
A new hell in himself. • 

Buck. Why the devil. 

Upon this French going-out, took he upon him. 
Without the privity o'the king, to appoint 
Who should attend on him ? He makes up the file 
Of all the gentry -, for the most pert such 
Too, whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon : and his own letter. 
The honourable board of council out. 
Must fetch him in he papers. 

^ber. I do know 

Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
By this so sicken*d their estates, that never 
They shall abound as formerly. 

Buck. O, many 

Have broke their badu with laying manors on them 
For this great journey. What did this vanity. 
But minister communication of 
A most poor issue ? 

Nor. Grievingly I think. 

The peace between the French and us not values 
The cost that did conclude it. 

Buck. ^Every man. 

After the hideous storm that iR>llow*d, was 
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A thing inspir*d ; and^ not consulting^ broke 
Into a general prophecy, — That this tempest^ 
Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The sudden breach on*t. 

Nor. Which is budded out j 

For France hath flaw'd the league, and hath attach'd 
Our merchants* goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber, Is it therefore 

The ambassador is silenc'd ? 

Nor. Many, is't. 

Jber. A proper title of a peace; and purchased 
At a superfluous rate ! 

Buck. Why, all this business 

Our reverend cardinal cany'd. 

Nor. 'like it your grace. 

The state takea notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you, 
(And take it from a heart that wishes towards you 
Honour and plenteous safety,) that you read 
The cardinal's malice and his potency 
Together: to consider further, that 
What his high hatred would efiect, wants not 
A minister in his power: You know his nature. 
That he's revengeful y and I know, hia sword 
Hath a sharp edge : ifs long, and, it may be said. 
It reaches far 5 and where 'twill not extend. 
Thither be dart& it. Bosom up my counsel. 
You'll find it wbc^esome. l£>, where comes that rock. 
That I advise your shuimini^* 
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Enter Cardinal Wolsey, (the purse home before him,) 
certain of the guard, and two Secretaries with papers. 
The Cardinal in his passage Jixeth his eye on Bucking' 
ham, and Buckingham on him, both full of disdain* 

Wol, The duke of Buckingham's gurveyor ? ha ? 
Where's his examination ? 

J Seer. Here, so please you. 

If o/. Is he in person ready ? 

1 Seer, Ay, please your grace. 

Wol, Well, we shall then know more 5 and Buck- 
ingham 
Shall lessen this big look. ^Exeunt Wohey, and train. 

Buck. ®This butcher's cur is venom-mouth*d^ and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him ; therefore, best 
Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar's book 
Out-worths a noble's blood. 

Nor. What, are you chaPd } 

Ask God for temperance ; that's the appliance only. 
Which your disease requires. 

Buck. I read in his looks 

Matter against me; and his eye revil'd 
Me, as his abject object: at this instant 
He l>ores me with some trick: He's gone to the 

king J 
I'll foUow, and out-stare him* 

Nor. Stay, my lord. 

And let your reason with your choler question 
What 'tis you go about: To climb steep hills. 
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squires slow pace at first : Aoger is like 

fiill-hot horse ; who being allowM his way, 
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
^an advise me like you : be to yourself 
-As you would to your friend. 

Bvck. . ril to the king j 

^nd from a mouth of honour (juite cry down 
*Xhis Ipswich fellow's insolence ; or proclaim, 
"Xhere's difiference in no persons. 

Nor. Be advis'd ; 

Keat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe yourself : We may outrun, 
£y violent swiftness, that which we run at, 
^nd lose by over^running. Know you not. 
The fire, that mounts the liquor till it run o'er, 
J.n seeming to augment it, wastes it? Be advis'd : 
I say again, there is no English soul 
I^ore stronger to direct you than yourself > 
X£ with the sap of reason you would quench. 
Or but allay, the fire of passion. 

Buck. Sir, 

I am thankful to you ; and 1*11 go along 
fiy your prescription : — but this top-proud fellow, 
^ Whom from the fiow of gall I name not, but 
]From sincere motions,) by intelligence, 
^nd proofii as clear as founts in July, when 
"We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
TTo be corrupt and treasonous. 

Nor. Say not, treasonous. 
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Bitck, To die king 1*11 say*! i and roake my vouch 
as strong 
As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fax. 
Or wolf^ or both, (for he is equal ravenous. 
As he is subtle ; and as prone to mischief. 
As able to perform it : his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,) 
Only to show his pomp as well in France 
As here at home, suggests the king our master 
To this last costly treaty, the interview. 
That swallowed so much treasure, and like a glass 
Did break i' the rinsing. 

Nor. *Faith, and so it did. 

Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning. 

The articles o*the combination drew. 

As himself pleas*d ^ and they were ratify'd. 

As he cry'd. Thus let be : to as mudi end. 

As give a crutch to the dead : But our count-cardinal 

Has done this, and *tis well> for worthy Wolsej, 

Who cannot err, he did it Now this follows, 

(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 

To the old dam, treason,) — Charles the emperor. 

Under pretence to see the queen his aunt, 

(For 'twas, indeed, his colouri but he came 

To whisper Wolsey,) here makes visitation : 

His fears were, that the interview, betwixt 

£ngland and France, might, through their amity^ 

Breed him some prejudice; for from this league 
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Peep*d hanxxB that metiac'd him: He pmilj 
Deals with our cardinal ^ and^ as I trow,^- 
Which I do well ) for^ I am sure^ the emperor 
Pay*d ere he promis*d; whereby his suit was granted. 
Ere it was ask'd; — but when the way wis made. 
And pav*d with gold^ the emperor thus desir*d ;— • 
That he would please to alter the king's course. 
And break the foresaid peace. Let the king know, 
(As soon he shall by me,) that thus the caidinai 
Does buy and sell bis honour as he pleases. 
And for his own advantage. 

Nor, I am sorry 

To hear this of him ; and could wish, he were 
Something mistaken in*t. 

Buck. No, not a syllable ; 

I do pronounce him in that very shape. 
He shall appear in proof. 

Enter Brandov^ a Sergeant at arms before him, and 

two or three of the guard. 

Jlran, Your office, sergeant; execute it. 

Serg. Sir, 

My lord the duke of Buckingham, and earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Nojthampton, I 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck, Lo you, my lord. 

The net has fidl'n upon me ; i shall perish 
Under device and practice. 

Bran. I am sony 
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To see you ta'en from liberty, to look on 

The business present: 'Tis his highness' pleasure. 

You shall to the Tower. 

Buck. It will help me nothing. 

To plead mine innocence 5 for that die is on me. 
Which makes my whitest part black. The will of 

heaven 
Be done in this and all things ! — I obey. — 
O my lord Aberga*ny, fare you well. 

Brtm. Nay, he must bear you company : — ^The king 

[To Abergavenny, 
Is pleas*d, you shall to the Tower, till you know 
How he determine# further. 

Aber, As the duke said. 

The will of heaven be done, and the king's pleasure 
By me obey'd. 

Bran. Here is a warrant from 

The king, to attach lord Montacute ; and the bodies 
Of the duke's confessor, John de la Court, 
One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor, — 

Bvck. So, so ; 

These are the limbs of the plot : No more, I hope. 

Bran, A monk o'the Chartreux. 

Buck, O, Nicholas Hopkins } 

Bran, He, 

Buck, My surveyor is false ; the o'er-great cardinal 
Hath showed him gold : my life is spann'd already : 
* I am the shadow of poor Buckingham ; 
Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on. 
By dark'nittg my dear sun. — My lord, farewell. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 

The CovncU-'Chamber, 

Comets, Enter King Henry, Cardinal Wolsey, 
the Lords of the Council, Sir Thomas Lovrll» 
Officers, and Attendants, The King enters leaning 
on the CardindCs shoulder. 

K, Hen. Mj life itself, and the best heart of it. 
Thanks you for this great care : I stood i*the level 
Of a full-charg*d confederacy, and give thanks 
To you that chok*d it. — Let be call*d before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham's : in person 
ril hear him his confessions justify; 
And point by point the treasons of his master 
He shall again relate. 

The King takes his state. The Lords of the Council 
take their several places. The Cardinal places himself 
under the King's feet, on his right side. 

A noise xcithin, crying, Room for the Queen. Enter the 
Queen, ushered by the Dukes of Norfolk and 
Suffolk : she kneels. The King riseth from his 
state, takes her up, kisses, andplaceth her by him. 

Q. Kath. Nay, we must longer kneel 5 I am a 

suitor. 
K. Hen. Arise, and take place by us : — Half your 

suit 
Never name to us 5 you have half our power : 
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The other moiety, ere you ask> is given ; 
Repeat your will, and take it. 

Q. Kath, Thank your majesty. 

That you would love yourself; and, in that love, 
Not unconsider*d leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

K, Hen. Lady mine, proceed. 

Q. Kath. I am solicited, not by a few. 
And those of true condition, that your subjects 
Are in great grievance: there have been commissioiis 
Sent down among them> which hath flaw*d the heart 
Of all their loyalties : — wherein, although. 
My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Most bitterly on you, as putter-on 
Of these exactions, yet the king our master, 
(Whose honour heaven shield from soil!) even he 

escapes not 
Language unmannerly, yea, such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
In loud rebeUion. 

Nor. Not almost appears. 

It doth appear : for, upon these taxations. 
The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them *longing, have put off 
The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who. 
Unfit for other life, compelled by hunger 
And lack of other means, in desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar. 
And Danger serves among them. 
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K. Hen. Taxation ! 

Wherein ? and what taxation ? — My lord cardinal^ 
You that are blam*d for it alike with us. 
Know you of this taxation ? 

WoL Please you, sir, 

I know but of a single part, in aught 
Pertains to the state ; and front but in that file 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Q, Kath, No, my lord. 

You know no more than others : but you frame 
Things, that are known alike 5 which are not whole- 
some 
To those which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exactions. 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing) and, to bear them. 
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say. 
They are devis'd by you 5 or else you suffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

K, Hen, Still exaction! 

The nature of it? In what kind, lets know^ 
Is th'is exaction? 

Q. Kaih, I am much too venturous 

In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden*d 
Under your promised pardon. The subject's grief 
Comes through conmiissions, which compel from 

each 
The sixth part of his substance, to be levy'd 
Without delay; and the pretence for this 

VOL. IZi. V 
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Is Dam*d^ your wars in France: This makes bold 

mouths : 
Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts £reeze 
Allegiance in them ; their curses now. 
Live where their prayers did ; and it*s come to pass. 
That tractable obedience is a slave 
To each incensed will. I would, your highness 
Would give it quick consideration, for 
There is no primer business. 

K, Hen, By my life. 

This is against our pleasure. 

WoL And for me, 

I have no further gone in this, than by 
A single voice ; and that not pass'd me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. 
If I am traduc*d by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties, nor person, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, — let me say, 
lis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. We must not stint 
Our necessary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious censurers^ which ever. 
As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
That is new trimm*d ; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best. 
By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow*d j what worst, as ofl^ 
Hitting a grosser quality, is cry*d up 
for our best act. If we shall stand stiU> 
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In fear our motion will be mocked or carp*d zt. 
We should take root here where we sit, or sit 
State statues only. 

K. Hen, Things done well. 

And with a care, exempt themselves from fear ; 
Things done without example, in their issue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
Of this conomission ? I believe, not any. 
We must not rend our subjects from our laws. 
And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each ? 
A trembling contribution ! Why, we take. 
From every tree, '^lop, bark, and part o*the timber; 
And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack*d. 
The air will drink the sap. To every county. 
Where this is question*d, send our letters, with 
free pardon to each man that has deny*d 
The force of this commission: Pray, look to*t; 
I put it to your care. 

fVoL A word with you. 

[To the Secretary. 
Xet there be letters writ to every shire. 
Of the king's grace and pardon. The griey'd com- 
mons 
Hardly conceive of me 5 let it be nois*d. 
That, through our intercession, this revokement 
And pardon comes : I shall anon advise you 
Further in the proceeding. lExU Secretary, 
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Enter Surveyor. 

Q. Katk. I am sony^ that the duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your displeasure. 

K, Hen. It grieves many : 

The gentleman is leam*d, and a most rare speaker^ 
To nature none more bound ) his tnuning such» 
That he may furnish and instruct great teachers^ 
And never seek for aid out of himself. 
Yet see. 

When these so noble benefits shall prove 
Not well dispos'd, the mind growing once corrupt. 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man so complete. 
Who was enrolled *mong8t wonders, and when we. 
Almost with ravished list'ning, could not find 
His hour of speech a minute ; he, my lady. 
Hath into monstrous habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As if besmear*d in hell. Sit by us } you shall hear 
(This was his gentleman in trust,) of him 
Things to strike honour sad. — Bid him recount 
The fore-recited practices ; whereof 
We cannot fed too little, hear too much. 

fVoL Stand forth ; and with bold spirit relate what 
you. 
Most like a careful subject, have collected 
Out of the duke of Buckingham. 

K, Hen, Speak freely, 

Surv. First, it was usual with him, eveiy day 
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It would infect his speech^ That if the king 
Should without issue die^ he*d carry it so 
To make the scepter his : These very words 
I have heard him utter to his son-in-law^ 
Lord Aberga'ny ; to whom by oath he menac'd 
Hevenge upon the cardinal. 

JVol, Please your highness^ note 

This dangerous conception in this point, 
^ot friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most malignant; and it stretches 
Beyond you^ to your friends. 

Q. Kath. My leam*d lord cardinal. 

Deliver all with charity. 

K. Hen. Speak on : 

How grounded he his title to the crown. 
Upon our £ai\ ? to this point hast thou heard him ] 
At any time speak aught ? 

Sure. He was brought to this 

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

K. Um. What was that Hopkins ? 

Sure, Sir, a Chartreux fHar^ 

His confessor; who fed him every nnnute 
With words of sovereignty. 

K, Hen. How know'st thou this? 

Surv. Not long before your highness sped to France^ 
The duke being at the Rose, within the parish 
^nt Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the speech amongst the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey : I reply*d. 
Men fear'd, the French would prove perfidious^ 
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To the king*s danger. Presently the duke 

Said, *Twas the fear, indeed ; and that he doubted^ 

Twould prove the verity of certain words 

Spoke by a holy monk 5 that oft, says he. 

Hath sent to me, wkhing me to permit 

John de la Court, my chaplain, a choice hour 

To hear from him a matter of' some moment: 

JV/tom after under the confession* s seal 

He solemnly had sworn, that, what he spoke. 

My chaplain to no creature living, but 

To me, should utter, with demure confidence 

This pausingly ensu'd, —Neither the king, nor his heirs, 

(Tell you the duke) shaU prosper : bid him strive 

To gain tlte lifve of the commonaUy ; the duke 

Shall gffcem England. 

Q. Kath. If I know you well. 

You were the duke's surveyor, and lost your office 
On the complaint o*the tenants : Take good heed^ 
You charge not in your splieen a noble person. 
And spoil your nobler soul ! I say, take heed ; 
Yes, heartily beseech you. . 

K. Hen, Let him on :— 

Go forward. 

Surv. On my soul, I'll speak but truth. 

I told my lord the duke. By the devil's illusions 
This monk might be deceiv'd j and that 'twas dang'r« 

ous for him. 
To ruminate on this 90 far, until 
Jt forg'd him some design, which, being believ'd. 
It was much like to do : He answer'd Tush ! 
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Ji am do me no dmnage: adding further^ 
*That^ had the king in his last sickness fail'd« 
TThe cardinal's and sir Thomas Lovel]*8 heads 
SiMikk have gone off. 

K. Htn, Ha< what» so rank? Ah, ha! 

"There** mischief in this man : Canst thou saj 

fnrther ? 

Surv. I can> my liege. 

K. Hen» Proceed. 

Surv, Being at Greenwich^ 

After your highness had reprov'd the duke 
About sir William Blomer'*, — 

K. Hen, I remember 

Of such a time : — Being my sworn servant^ 
The duke retained him his. But on 5 What hence ? 

Svrv, If, quoth he, I for thut had been committed. 
As, to the Tomer, I thovght, — I would have played 
The part my father meant to act vpon 
'J he uMurper Richard: who, being at Salidntry, 
Made suit to come in his presence; which if granted. 
As he made semblance of his duty, would 
Have put his knife into him. 

K. Hen. A giant traitor! 

Wol, Now, madam, may his highness live in 
freedom. 
And this man out of prison ? 

Q. Kath. God mend all ! 

K. Hen, There's something more would out of 
thee; Whatsay*st? 

Suro. AAtx^the duke his father,— with the knife,— 
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He stretch*d hlm^ ^nd, with one hand on his dagger^ 
Another ^read on his breast^ mounting his eyes. 
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenour 
Was, — Were he evil us'd, he would out-go 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. 

K, Hen. There's his period. 

To sheath his knife in us. He is attached 3 
Call him to present trial : if he may 
Find miercy in the law, 'tis his; if none. 
Let him no^ seek't pf us : By day and nighty 
He's traitor to the heighjt. [£xetM/. 

SCENE Ilh 

A Room in the Palace, 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain and Lord Sands« 

Cham, Is it possible, the spells of France should 
juggle 
Men into such strange mysteries ? 

Sands. New customs^ 

Though they be never so ridiculous. 
Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 

Cham, As far as I see, all the good our English 
Have got by the late voyage, is but merely 
A fit or two o'the ^ce 3 but they are shrewd ones ; 
^or when they hold them, you would swear directly^ 
llieir very noses had been counsellors 
To Pepin, or Clotharius, they keep state so. 
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Sands, They have all oew legs^ and lame (meg; one 
would take it^ 
That never saw them pace before^ the spavin, 
A springhalt '^ reign*d among them, 

Cham. Death ! my lord^ 

Their clothes are after such a pagan cut too. 
That, sure, they have worn out Christendom. How 

» now? 
What news, sir Thomas Lovell ? 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Lov. 'Faith, my lord, 

I hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clapp'd upon the court-gate* 

Cham. What is't for i 

Lov, The reformation of our travell*d gallants. 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 

Cham. I am glad, *tis there 3 now I would pray our 
monsieurs 
To think an English courtier may be wise. 
And never see the Louvre. 

Lov. They must either 

(For so run the conditions,) leave these remnants 
Of fool, and feather, that they got in France, 
Wi^ all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, (as fights, and fireworks } 
Abusing better men than they can be. 
Out of a foreign wisdom,) renouncing clean 
The fiuth t)iey have in tennis, and tall stockings. 
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Short blister'd breeches^ and those types of travel. 

And understand again like honest men -, 

Or pack to their dd playfellows : there, I take it. 

They may, cum privi/egio, wear away 

The lag end of their lewdness, and be laugh*d at. 

Sands, Tis time to give them physick, their diseases 
Are grown so catching. 

Cham. What a loss our ladies 

Will have of these trim vanities ! 

Lov. Ay, marry. 

There will be woe indeed, lords ; the sly whoresons 
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies ; 
A French song, and a fiddle, has no fellow. 

Sands. The devil fiddle them! I am glad, they're 
going i 
(For, sure, there's no converting of them 3) now 
An honest country lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain-song. 
And have an hour of hearing -, and, by'r-lady. 
Held current musick too. 

Cham. Well said, loid Sands ; 

Your colt*s tooth is not cast yet. 

Sands. No, my lord j 

Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 

Cham. Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a going ? 

Lov. To the cardinal's ; 

Your lordship is a guest too. 

Cham» O, 'tis true : 
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This night he makes a supper, and a great one. 
To many lords and ladies } there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom^ I'll assure you. 

Lcyo. That churchman bears a bounteous mind 
indeed, 
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us; 
His dews fall every where. 

Cham. No doubt, he*s noble ; 

He had a black mouthy that said other of him. 

Sands. He may, my lord, he has wherewithal; in 
him. 
Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doctrine : 
Men of his way should be most liberal^ 
They are set here for examples. 

Cham. True, tliey are so ; 

But few now give so great ones. My barge stays ; 
Your lordship shall along :^ Come, good sir Thomas^ 
We shall be late else ; which I would not be. 
For I was spoke to, with sir Henry Guildford, 
This night to be comptrollers. 

Sands, I am your lordship's. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

The PresencC'Chamber in York- Place, 

Hautboys. A small table under a state for the Cardinal 
a longer table for the guests. Enter at one door, 
Anne Bullen^ and divers Lords, Ladies, and 
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Gentlewomen, as guests; at another door, enter Sr 
Henry Guildford. 

CrtUld, Ladies, a general welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye all : This night he dedicates 
To h\r content, and you : none here, he hopes^ 
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad } he would have all as meny 
As first-good company, good wine, good welcome 
Can make good people. O, my lord, you are tardji 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sakds, and Sir 
Thomas Lovbll. 

The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp*d wings to me. 

Cham. You are young, sir Harry Guildford. 

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, some of these 
Should find a running banquet ere they rested^ 
I think, would better please them : By my life^ 
They are a sweet society of fiiir ones. 

Lav. O, that your lordship were but now confessor 
To one or two of these ! 

Sands. I would, I were ; 

They should fimd easy penance. 

Lov. * Faith, how easy ? 

Sands, As easy as a down-bed would afford it. 

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit? Sir 
Harry, 
Hace you that side, Fll take the charge of this : 
His grace is enfring. — Nay, you must not freezej 
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Two wbmen plac*d together makes cold weather:— 
My lord Sands^ you are one will keep them waking ; 
Tray, sit between these ladies. 

Sands, By my faith ^ 

And thank your lordship.— By your leave^ sweet 
ladies : 
[Seats himself between Anne Bullen and another 
lady. 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me; 
I had it from my father. 

Anne. Was he mad, sir ? 

Sands, O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too: 
But he would bite none; just as I do now. 
He would kiss you twenty with a breath. [Kisses her. 

Cham. Well said, my lord.— 

So, now you are fairly seated: — Grentlemen, 
The penance lies on you, if these &ir ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Sands. For my little cure. 

Let me alone. 

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolset, Mended; smd 

takes his state. 

Wol. You are welcome, my &ir guests ; that nohb 
lady. 
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry. 
Is not m/ friend : This, to con£rm my welcome; 
And to you all good health. {^Drinks. 

Sands. Your grace is noble : — 
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Let me have 9ach a bowl may hold my thanks^ 
And save me so much talking. 

Wol. My lord Sands, 

I am beholden to you : cheer your neighbours.— 
Ladies^ you are not merry; — Gentlemen, 
Whose fault is this ? 

Sands. The red wine first must rise 

In their fair cheeks, my lord; then we shall have 

them 
Talk us to silence. 

Anne. You are a merry gamester. 

My lord Sands. 

Sands. Yes, if I make my play. 

Here's to your ladyship: and pledge it, madam> 
For 'tis to such a thing, — 

Jnne. You cannot show me. 

Sands. I told your grace, they would talk anon. 
[Drum and trumpets within; ^^ chambers dis* 
charged. 

Wol. Whafs that > 

Cham. Look out tlteie, some of you. 

[Exit a Servant. 

Wol. What warlike voice I 

And to what end is this?-— Nay, ladies, fear not; 
By all the laws of war you are privileged. 

Re»enter Servant. 

Cham. How now ? what is't ? 

^f^» A noble troop of strangen; 
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For 80 tbey seem: they have lefl their barge, and 

landed; 
And hither make^ as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 

fVol. Good lord chamberlain. 

Go, give them welcome, you can speak the French 

tongue; 
And, pray, receive them nobly, and conduct them. 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at fiill upon them:— Some attend him.— 
[Exit Chamberlain, attended. All arise, and tablei 
remaced. 
You have now a broken banquet ^ but we*ll mend iL 
A good digestion to you all : and, once more, 
I shower a welcome on you ; — Welcome all. 

Hautboys, Enter the King, and twelve others, at 
Maskers, habited like Shepherds, with sixteen torch* 
bearers ; usher* d by the Lord Chamberlain, They pass 
directly before the Cardinal, and gracefully salute 
him. 

A noble company ! What are their pleasures ? 

• 

Cham* Because they speak no English, thus tbey 
pray'd 
To tell your grace;— That, having heard by ^me- 
Of this so noble and so fair assembly 
This night to meet here, they could do no less. 
Out of the great respect they bear to beauty. 
But leave their flocks; and, under your fail conduct^ 
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Crave leave to view these ladies^ and entreat 
An hour of revels with them. 

WoL Say, lord chamberlain, 

They have done my poor house grace ; for which I 

pay them 
A thousand thanks^ and pray them take their pleasures. 

^Ladies chosen for the dance. The King choosa 
Anne Bullen, 

K. tien. The Purest hand I ever touched ! O, 
beauty^ 
Till now I never knew thee. {Munck. Dance. 

JVol. My lord,— 

Cham. Your grace ? 

Wol. Pray, tell them thus much fix>m me: 

There should be one amongst them, by his person. 
More worthy this place than myself; to whom. 
If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
I would surrender it 

Cham. I will, my lord. 

[Chamberlain goes to the company, and rtturm. 

Wol. What say they ? 

Ch(nn» Such a one, they all confess. 

There is, indeed; which they would have your grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

fVol. Let me see then. — 

[Comes from his state. 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen; — Here 1*11 make 
My rojral choice* 

K. Hen, ^^ You have found him, cardinal : 

[Unmasking. 
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You hold a Mr assembly; you do well, lord : 
You are a churchman, or. Til tell you, cardinal, 
I should judge now tinhappily. 

fVal, I am glad. 

Your grdce is groWn so pleasant. 

K. Hen. My lord cbamberlaiuj 

Pr*3rthee, come hither : What fair lady's that ? 

Chmn. An*t please your grace, sir Thomas Bullen's 
daughter. 
The viscount Rochfbrd, one of her highness* women* 
K. Hen. By hearen, she is a dainty one.--Sweet« 
heart, 
I were unmannerly, to take you out. 
And not to kiss you. — A health, gentlemen. 
Let it go round. 

JVol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready 
r the privy chamber i 
Lore, Yes, my lord. 

WoL Your grace, 

I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 
K. Hen, I fear, too much. 

WoL There's fresher air, my lord. 

In the next chamber. 
K. Hen. Lead in your ladies, every one. — Sweet 
partner, 
I must not yet forsake you : — Let's be merry j — 
Good my lord cardinal, 1 have half a dozen healths 
^ To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure 
To lead, them once again ; and then let's dream 
Who's best in favour. — Let the musick knock it 
VOL. IX. Q [Exeunt, vdth trumpeti. 
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To him brought^ viva voce, to his iace : 
At which appeared against him^ his surveyor ; 
Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor ; and John Courts 
Confessor to him 3 with that devil-monk> 
Hopkins^ that made this mischief. 

2 Gent. That was he^ 

That fed him with his prophecies > 

1 Gent. The same* 
All these accus*d him strongly ^ which he ^n 
Would have flung from bim, but^ indeed^ he could 

not: 
And so his peers^ upon this evidence^ 
Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 
He spoke^ and learnedly^ for life j but all 
Was either pitied in him^ or forgotten. 

2 Gent, After all this^ how did he bear himself? 

1 Gent, When he was brought again to the bar> — 

to hear 
His knell rung out^ his judgement, — he was stirr'd 
With such an agony, he sweat extremely^ 
And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty : 
But he fell to himself again, and, sweetly. 
In all the rest show*d a most noble patience. 

2 Gent. I do not think, he fears death. 

1 Gent. Sure, he does not. 
He never was so womanish 3 the cause 

He may a little grieve at. 

2 Gait. Certainly, 
The cardinal i^ the end of this. 

1 Gent. 'Tia likely. 
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By all conjectures : First, Kildare's attainder, 
llien deputy of Ireland j who removed. 
Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too. 
Lest he should help his &ther. 

2 Gent, That trick of state 

Was a deep envious one* 

1 Gent, At his return. 
No doubt, he will requite it This is noted. 
And generally} whoever the king favours. 
The cardinal instantly will find employment. 
And dan enough from court too. 

2 Gent. ^ All the commoDS 
Hate him perniciously, and, o* my conscience. 
Wish him ten fathom deep : tliis duke as much 
They love and dote on; call him, bounteous Buck- 
ingham, 

The mirror of all courtesy j— 

1 Crent. Stay there, sir. 

And see the noble ruin*d man you speak of. 

« 

Enter Buckinoh ah /rom ^ arraignment; Upstavet. 
before kim^ the axe xvith the edge towards him ; kal* 
berds on each Me: with him, <Str Thomas Lov ell. 
Sir Nicholas Vaux, Sir William Sands, 
wut common people, 

2 Gent, Let*tf stand close, and behold him. 
Buck. All good peofil^ 

You that thus for have come to pity me. 

Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me. 

X have this day received a traitor*s judgement. 
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And by that name must die; Yet, heaven bear witness^ 

And^ if I have a conscience, let it sink me. 

Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful ! 

The law I bear no malice for my death. 

It has done, upon the premises, but justice $ 

Bui those, that sought it, I could wish more christians : 

Be what they will, I heartily forgive them : 

Yet let them look they glory not in mischief^ 

^or build their evils on the graves of great men ; 

Por then my guiltless blood must ciy against them* 

for further life in this world I ne*er hope, 

^or will I sue, although the king have mercies 

Hoie than I dare make fevdts. '' You few that lov'd 

me, 
.And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His noble firiends, and fellows, whom to leave 
2s only bitter to him, only dying, 
Cvo with me, like good angels, to my end ; 
.And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me, 
.Aiake of your prayers one sweet sacrifice, 
^And lifl my soul to heaven. — Lead on, o' God's name. 

Lav. I do beseech your grace, for charity. 
If ever any malice in your heart 
"Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly. 
Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as firee forgive you. 
As I would be forgiven : I forgive all ; 
There cannot be those numberless offences 
*Gainst me, I can't take peace with : no black envy 
Shall make my grave. — CJommend me to his grace ; 
And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him. 
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You met him half in heaven : my vows and prayers 
Yet are the king's > and^ till my soul forsake me. 
Shall cry for blessings on him : May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 
Ever belov*d, and loving, may his rule be ! 
And, when old time shall lead him to his end. 
Goodness and he fill up one monument ! 

Lorv, To the water side I must conduct your grace \ 
Then give my charge up to sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vaux. Prepare there. 

The duke is coming : see, the barge be ready; 
^d fit it with such furniture, as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buck, Nay, sir Nicholas, 

Let it alpne} my state now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was lord high constable. 
And duke of Buckingham ; now, poor Edward 

Bohun"«: 
Yet I am richer than my base accusers. 
That never knew what truth meant : I now seal it; 
And with that blood will make them one day groan 

for't. 
My noble fetjier, Henry of Buckingham, 
Who first rais*d head against usurping Richard, 
Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 
Being distressed, was by that wretch betray*d. 
And without trial fell 3 God's peace be with him ! 
Henry the seventh succeeding, truly pitying 
My fiither*s loss, like a most royal prince. 
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Restor*d me to my honours^ and, out of niins^ 

Made my name once more noble. Now his son, 

Henry the eighth, life, honour, name, and all 

That made me happy, at one stroke has taken 

For ever from the world. I had my trial. 

And, must needs say, a noble one -, which makes me 

A little happier than my wretched father : 

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes, — Both 

Fell by our servants, by those men we lov'd most; 

A most unnatural and faithless service ! 

Heaven has an end in all : Yet, you that hear me. 

This from a dying man receive as certain : 

Where you are liberal of your loves, and counsels. 

Be sure, you be not loose ; for those you mak^ 

friends. 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The least rub in your fortunes, ^1 away 
Like water from ye, never found again 
But where they mean to sink ye. All good people. 
Pray for me ! I must now forsake ye ^ the last hour 
Of my long weary life is come upon me. 
Farewell : 

And when you would say something that is sad. 
Speak how I fell. — I have done; and Grod forgive 

me ! lExeunt Buckingham and Train. 

1 Gent, O, this is full of pity !— Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many curses on their heads. 

That were the authors. 

2 Gent, If the duke be guiltier, 
Tis fiiU of woe : yet I can give you inkling 
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Of an ensuing evil^ if it £dl^ 
Greater than this* 

1 Gent* Good ai^ls keep it from us ! 
What may it be ? You do not doubt ray &ith^ sir } 

2 Gent, This secret is so weigh^, 'twill require 
A strong faith to conceal it. 

1 Gent. Let me have it ; 
I do not talk much. 

2 Gent. I am confident; 

You shall, sir : Did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing, of a separation 
Between the king and Katharine ? 

1 Gent. Yes, but it held not : 
For when the king once heard it, out of anger 

He sent command to the lord mayor, straight 
To «top the rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 

2 Gent. But that slander, sir. 
Is found a truth now : for it grows again 
Fresher than e*er it was; and held for certain. 
The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal. 
Or some about him near, have, out of malice 

To the good queen, posse^'d him with a scruple 
That will undo her: To confirm this too. 
Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd, and lately; 
As all think, for this business. 

1 Gent. rris the cardinal; 

And merely to revenge him on the emperor. 
For not bestowing on him, at his asking. 
The arcbbishoprick of Toledo, this is purpos'd. 
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2 Gent. I thinks you haive hit the mark : But is*t 
not crael. 
That she should feel the smart of this? The cardinal 
Will have his will^ and she must ^. 

1 Gent. 'Tis woful. 

We are too open here to argue this ; 
Let's think in private more. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

An Antichamber in the Palace. 

Enter tie Lord Chamberlmn, reading a letter.^ 

Cham. My lord, — The horses your lordship sent for, 
with all the care I had, I saw toell chosen, ridden, and 
fumiihed. They were young, and handsome; and of 
the best breed in the north. When they were ready to 
set out for London, a vkw of my lord cardinoTs, by 
commission, and main power, took * em from me; with 
this reeuon, — His master would be served before a sub" 
ject, if not before the king : which stopped our mouths, 
sir. 

I fear, he will, indeed: Well, let him have them; 
He will have all, I think. 

Enter the Dukes o/*Norfolk and Suffolk. 

Nor. Well met, my good 

Lord chamherlain. 
Cham. Good day to both your graces. 



\ 
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Svf. How is the king employ'd? 

Ckam. I lefl him private 

Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor. What's the cause? 

Cham. It seems, the marriage with his brother's 
wife 
Has crept too near his conscience. 

Suf. No, his conscience 

Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor. *Ti8 soj 

This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal : 
That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune, 
Tunis what he list. The king will know him one 
day. 

Sitf. Pray God, he do! he'll never know himself 
else. 

Nor. How holily he works in all his business ! 
And with what zeal! For, now he has crack'd the 

league 
Between us and the emperor^ the queen's great 

nephew. 
He dives into the king's soul 3 and there scatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience. 
Fears, and despairs, and all these for his marriage : 
And, out of all these to restore the king. 
He counsels a divorce : a loss of her. 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre ; 
Of her, ^t loves him with that excellence 
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That angels love gbod men with; even of her. 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls. 
Will bless the king : And is not this course pious > 

Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel! 'Tis 
most true. 
These news are every where 5 every tongue speaks them. 
And every true heart weeps foft : All, that dare 
Lock into these a^irs, see this main end, — 
The French king's sister. Heaven will one day open 
The king's eyes, that so long have slept upon 
This bold bad man. 

Suf, And free us firom his slavery. 

Nor. We had need pray. 
And heartily, for our deliverance j 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages : all men*s honours 
Lie in one lump before him, to be fashion'd 
Into what pitch he please, 

Suf, For me, my lords, 

I love him not, nor fear him; there's my creed: 
As I am made without him, so Til stand. 
If the king please ; his curses and his blessings 
Touch me alike, they are breath I not believe in. 
I knew him, and I know him; so I leave him 
To him, that made him proud^ the pope. 

Nor. Let's in; 

And, with some other business, put the king 
From these sad thoughts^ that work too much upon 

him: — > 

My lord, you'll bear us company ? 
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CAam, Excuse me; 

The king hath sent me otherwhere : besides^ 
You*ll find a most unfit time to disturb him: 
Health to jour lordships. 

Nor» Thanks^ my good lord chamberlain. 

[Ejrif Lord Ckamherlam. 

Norfolk opens afolding^door. The King is discovered 
sitting, and reading pensively. 

Svf, How sad he looks ! sure, he is much afflicted. 

K. Hen. Who is there ? ha > 

Nor. 'Fray God, he be not angiy. 

K. Hen. Who's there, I say? How dare you thrust 
yourselves 
Into my private meditations? 
Who am I? ha? 

Nor. A gracious king, that pardons all ofiencea 
Malice ne*er meant: our breach of duty, this way. 
Is business of estate 5 in which, we come 
To know your royal pleasure. 

K, Hen. Yon are too bold; 

Go to; I'll make ye know your times of business: 
Is this an hour for temporal afikirs? ha?— > 

Enter Wolsey and Campeius. 

Who's there ? my good lord cardinal ? — O my Wolsey, 

The quiet of my wounded conscience. 

Thou art a cure fit for a king. — You're welcome, 

[To Campeius. 
Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom ; 
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Use t»^ and it: — My good lord, have great care 

I be not found a talker *^ ITo Woltey. 

Wol. Sir, yon cannot. 

I would, your grace would give uf but an hour 
Of private conference. 

£• Hen. We are busyj go. 

{To Norfolk and SvfolL 

Nor, This priest has no pride in him ? 

Suf, Not to speak of j 

I would not be so sick though, for his place: 
But this cannot continue. ^ Aside* 

Nor. If it do, 

ril venture one heave at him. 

Si^. I another. 

lEsewU Norfolk and Suffolk. 

Wol. Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom 
Above all princes, in committing fireely 
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom: 
Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you? 
The Spaniard, tied by blood and &vour to her. 
Must now confess, if they have any goodness. 
The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 
I mean, the learned ones, in christian kingdoms. 
Have their free voices; Rome, the nurse of judge* 

ment^ 
Invited by your noble self, hath sent 
One general tongue unto us, this good roan. 
This just and learned priest, cardinal Campeius^ 
Whom, once more, I present unto your highness. 
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K, Hen. And, once more, in mine arms I bid him 
welcome. 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves; 
They have sent me such a man I would have wished 
for. 
Cam, Your grace must needs deserve all strangers' 
loves. 
You are so noble : To your highness* hand 
I tender my commission j by whose virtue, 
(The court of Rome commanding,) — you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join'd with me their servant. 
In the unpartial judging of this business. 

K. Hen. Two equal men. The queen shall be ac- 
quainted 
Forthwith, for what you come: — ^Where's Gardiner? 

WoL I know, your majesty has^always lov*d her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law. 
Scholars, dlow*d freely to argue for her. 

K, Hen. Ay, and the best, she shall have ) and my 
favour 
To him that does best; God forbid else. Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary ; 
I find him a fit fellow. \^Exit WoUejf. 

Re-enter Wolsey, with Gardiner. 

JVoL Give me your hand : much joy and &voar i 
you; 
You are the king's now. 
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Card, But to be commanded 

For ever by yoor grace^ whose hand has rais'd me. 

[^Aside. 

K. Hen, Come hither^ Gardiner. 

[They converse apart. 

Cam. My lord of York^ was not one doctor Pace 
In this man's place before him ? 

IVol. Yes, he was. 

Cam. Was he not held a learned man ? 

tVol, Yes, surely. 

Cam, Believe me» there*s an ill opinion spread then 
EVen of yourself, lord cardinal. 

IVoi. How! of me? 

Cam. They will not stick to say, you envy'd him j 
And, fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous. 
Kept him a foreign man still : which so griev*d him. 
That he i*an mad, and died. 

IVol, Heaven's peace be with him ! 

That's christian care enough : for living murmurers. 
There's places of rebuke. He Was a fool j 
For he would needs be virtuous : That good fellow. 
If I command him, follows my appointment ; 
I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother. 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner persons. 

K. Hen. Deliver this with modesty to the queen. 

[Exit Gardiner, 
The most convenient place that I can think of. 
For such receipt of learning, is Black-Friars ; 
There ye shall meet about this weighty business:— 
My Wolsey, see it fumish'd.— O my lord. 
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Would it not grieve an able man, to leave 

So sweet a bedfellow ? But, conscience, conscienoe^p-r 

O, 'tis a tender place, and I must leave her. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE III. 

An Antechamber in the Queens Apartments, 

Enter A^iVEBuLLEff, and an old Lady. 

Anne. Not for that neither ; — Here*s the pang that 
pinches : 
His highness having liv'd so long with her } and she 
So good a lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dishonour of her, — by my life. 
She never knew harm-doing; — O now, after 
So many courses of the sun enthron'd. 
Still growing in a majesty and pomp, — the which 
To leave is a thousand-fold more bitter, than 
*lls sweet at first to acquire, — after this process^ 
To give her the avaunt ! it is a pity 
Would move a monster. 

Old L. Hearts of most hard temper 

Melt and lament for her. 

Anne, O, God's wUl I much better. 

She ne*er had known pomp: though it be temporal. 
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a sufferance, panging 
As soul and body's severing. 

Old L. Alas, poor lady ! 

She's a stranger now again. 
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AnMn So much the more 

Must pity drop upon her. Verily, 
I swear, 'tis better to be lowly bom. 
And range with humble livers in contenti 
Than to be perk*d up in a glistering grief, 
Ajbd wear a golden sorrow. 

Old L. Our content 

Is our best having '". 

Anne, By my troth, and maidenhead^ 

I wovdd not be a queen. 

Old L, Beshrew me, I would. 

And venture maidenhead for't; and so would you. 
For aU this spice of your hypocrisy : 
You, that have so fair parts of woman on you. 
Have too a woman* s heart; which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, sovereignty; 
Which, to say sooth, are blessings: and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Of your soft cheveril'^ conscience wovdd receive. 
If you might please to stretch it. 

Anne, Nay, good troth,— 

Old L, Yes, troth, and troth, — You would not be 
a queen ? 

Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven. 

Old L. 'Tis strange; a three-pence bow'd would 
hire me. 
Old as I am, to queen it : But, I pray you. 
What think you of a duchess? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

VOL. IX. R 
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Old,L. Then you are weakly made : Pluck off t 
little; 
I would not be a 3roung count in 3rour way« 
For more than blushing comes to : • if your back 
Cannot vouchsafe this burden^ 'tis too weak 
Ever to get a boy. 

Anne. How you do talk ! 

I swear again, I wovdd not be a queen 
For all the world. 

Old L. In faith, for little Engknd 

You'd venture an emballing: I myself 
Would for Carnarvonshire, although there *loiig*d 
No more to the crown but that, ho, who comei 
here? 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain* 

Cham, Good morrow, ladies. What were*t worth 
to know 
The secret of your conference ? 

Anne. My good lord. 

Not your demand 3 it values not your asking : 
. Our mistress* sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham, It was a gentle business, and becoming 
The action of good women: there is hope, 
AUwillbewelL 

Anne. Now I pray Grod, amen ! 

Cham» Yon bear a gentle mind, and heaver 
blessings 
Follow such creatures. That you may, feir lady, ' 
Perceive I speak sihoerely, and high note's 
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Ta*en of your msLuy virtues, the king'is majestj 
Commends his good opiniou to you, and 
Does purpose honour to you no less flowing 
Than marchioness of Pembroke; to which title 
A thousand pound a year, annual support. 
Out of his grace he adds. 

jlfme. I do not know, 

What kind of my obedience I should tender; 
More than my all is nothing : nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow*d, nor my wishes 
More worth than empty vanities; yet prayers, and 

wishes. 
Are all I can return. 'Beseech your lordship. 
Vouchsafe to speak my thanks, and my obedience. 
As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness; 
Whose health, and royalty, I pray for. 

Cham. Lady# 

I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit. 
The king hath of you. ^ I have perus*d her well ; 

Beauty and honour in her are so mingled. 

That they have caught the king: and who knows yet. 

But from this lady may proceed a gem. 

To lighten all this isle ?— 1*11 to the king. 

And say, I spoke with you. 

Anne, My honour*d lord. 

lExit Lord Chamberlain. 

013 L. Why, this it is; see, see! 
I have been begging sixteen years in court, 
(Am yet a courtier beggarly,) nor could 
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Come pat betwixt too early and too late> 

For any suit of pounds: and you^ (O &te!) 

A very fresh-fish here, (fye, fye upon 

Hiis compeird fortune !) have your mouth filled up. 

Before you open it. 

Anne, This is strange to me. 

Old L. How tastes it ? is it bitter ? ^ forty pence, no. 
There was a lady once, (*tis an old story,) 
That would not be a queen, that would she not. 
For all the mud in Egypt: Have you heard it ? 

j4ime. Come, you are pleasant. 

Old L. , With your theme, I could 

0*ermount the laric. Tlie marchioness of Pembroke ! 
A thousand pounds a year ! for pure respect; 
No other obligation: By my life. 
That promises more thousands : Honour*s train 
Is longer than his foreskirt By this time, 
I know, your back will bear a duchess; — Say, 
Are you not stronger than you were ? 

Anne, Good lady. 

Make yourself mirth with your particular &ncy. 
And leave me out on*t« 'Would I had no beings 
If this salute my blood a jot ; it i&ints me. 
To think what follows. 
The queen is comfortless, and we forgetftd 
In our long absence: Pray, do not deliver 
What here you have heard, to her. 

Old L. What do you think me ! 

[Examt. 
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SCENE IV. 

A Hall in Biack-Fryars. 

Trumpets, ^^ sennet, and comets. Enter two Vergers, 
with short siher wands ; next them, two Scribes, in 
the habits of doctors; after them, the Archbishop of 
Canterbury alone ; after him, the Bishops of lincoin, 
Ely, Rochester, and Saint Asaph ; next them, with 
some small distance, follows a gentleman bearing the 
purse, with the great seal, and a cardinal's hat; then 
two Priests, bearing each a silver cross; then a 
Gentleman^tisher bare-headed, accompanied with a 
Sergeant at arms, bearing a silver mace; then two 
Gentlemen, bearing two great silver pillars^; after 
them, side by side^ the two Cardials Wolsey and 
Campeius; two Noblemen with the sword and 
mace. Then enter the King and Queen, and their 
trains. The King takes place under the cloth of 
state; the two Cardinals sit under him, as judges* 
The Queen takes place, at some distance from the 
King. The Bishops place themselves on each side the 
court, in manner of a consistory; below them, tlie 
Scribes, The Lords sit next the Bishops, The Crier 
and the rest of the attendants stand in convenient ordtr 
about the stage, 

Wol, Whilst our commission from Rome is read. 
Let silence be commanded. 
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K. Hen. What's the need > 

It hath already publickly been read. 
And on all sides the authority allow*d ; 
You may then spare that time. 

fVoL Be'tso: — Proceed. 

Scribe, Say, Henry king of England^ come into the 
court. 

Crier. Henry king of England, &c. 

K, Hen. Here. 

Scribe. Say, Katharine queen of England, come into 
court 

Crier. Katharine queen of England, &c« 

ITbe queen makes no answer, rises out of her chair, goes 
about the court, comes to the King, and kneels at his 
feet ; then speaks.^ 

Q. Kath. Sir, I desire you, do me right and justice; 
And to bestow your pity on me : for 
I am a most poor woman, and a stranger. 
Bom out of your dominions ; having here 
No judge indifferent, nor no more assurance 
Of equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir. 
In what have I oflended you ? what cause 
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure. 
That thus you should proceed to put me off. 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witness, 
I have been to you a true and humble wife. 
At all times to your will conformable : 
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike. 
Yea, subject to your countenance j glad, or sorry. 
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As I saw it mclin*d. When was the hour, 

I ever contradicted your desire. 

Or made it not mine too? Or which of your firiendi 

Have I not strove to love, although I knew 

He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine. 

That had to him derived your anger, did I 

Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice 

He was firom thence di8charg*d ? Sir, call to mind 

That I have been your wife, in this obedience. 

Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 

With many children by you : If, in the course 

And process of this time, you can report. 

And prove it too, against mine honour aught. 

My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty. 

Against your sacred person, in God*8 name. 

Turn me away^ and let the foul'st contempt 

Shut door upon me, and so give me up 

To the sharpest kind of justice, mease you, sir. 

The king, your father, was reputed for 

A prince most prudent, of an excellent 

And unmatch*d wit and judgement : Ferdinand, 

My father, king of Spain, was reckon'd one 

The wisest prince, that there had reign'd by many 

A year before : It is not to be question'd 

That they had gather*d a wise council to them 

Of every realm, that did debate this business. 

Who deem'd our marriage lawful : Whefeffare i 

humbly 
Beseech you, sir, to spore me, till I may 
Be by my friends in Spain advised ; whose counsel 
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J will implore: if not; ]*the name of God, 
Your pleasure be fulfilled ! 

H^oL You have here, lady, 

(And of your choice,) these reverend Others; tnen 
Of singular integrity and learning. 
Yea, the elect of the land, who are assembled 
To plead your cause: It shall be therefore bootless. 
That longer you desire the court j as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unsettled in the king. 

Cant. His grace 

Hath spoken well, and justly : Therefore, madam> 
It*s fit this royal session do proceed; 
And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produced, and heard. 

Q. Kathi Lord cardinal, — 

To you I speak. 

Wol, Your pleasure, madam ? 

Q. Kath. Sir, 

J am about to weep; but, thinking that 
We are a queen, (or long have dream 'd so,) certain. 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
I'll turn to sparks of fire. 

IVof. Be patient yet. 

Q Kafh, I will, when you are humble; nay, 
before. 
Or God will punish me. I do believe, 
Induc*d by potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy; and make my challenge. 
You shall not be my judge : for it is you 
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Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me^ — 

Which Grod*s dew quench! — Theiefore, I say again« 

I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul 

Refuse you for my judge; whom, yet once more, 

I hold my most malicious foe, and think not 

At all a friend to truth. 

WoL I do profess. 

You speak not like yourself; who ever yet 
Have stood to charity, and display *d the efiects 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 
Overtopping woman's power. Madam, you do me 

wrong: 
I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice 
For you, or any: how far I have proceeded. 
Or how hr further shall, is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory. 
Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge me. 
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it: 
The king is present : If it be known to him. 
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound. 
And worthily, my falsehood ? yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. But if he know 
That I am free of your report, he knows, 
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lies, to cure me : and the cure is, to 
Remove these thoughts from you : The which before 
His highness shall speak in, I do beseech 
You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking. 
And to say so no more. 



I 
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Q. Kath. My lord, my lord, 

I am a simple woman, much too weak 
To oppose your cunning. You are meek^ and humhlet 

mouth*d ; 
Yon sign your place and calling, in full seemii^. 
With meekness and humility : but your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 
You have, by fortune, and his highness* fevours. 
Gone slightly o*er low steps; and now are mounted. 
Where powers are your retainers : and your words, 
Domesticks to you, serve your will, as*t please 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell youj 
You tender more your person's honour, than 
Your high profession spiritual : That agaki 
I do refuse you for my judge -, and here. 
Before you all, appeal unto the pope. 
To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiness. 
And to be judged by him. 

[She curtesies to the King, ami cffcrs to depart. 

Cam. The queen is obstinate. 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be try'd by it y 'tis not well. 
She^s going away. 

K. Hen. Call her again. 

Crier, Katharine queen of £ngland, come into the 
court. 

Grif. Madam, you are call'd back. 

Q. Kath, What need you note it? pray you> keep 
your way : 
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When you are call'd, return. — ^Now the Lord help. 
They vex me past my patience ! — pray you^ pass on : 
I will not tarry; no, nor ever more. 
Upon tins business, my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[Exeunt Queen^ Griffith, and her other Attendants. 

K. Hen, Go they ways, Kate : 

That man i*the world, who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be trusted. 
For speaking false in that : Thou art, alone, 
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness. 
Thy meekness saint-like, wife- like government,— 
Obeying in commanding, — and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out,) 
The queen of earthly queens:— She is noble bom; 
And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

IVol, Most gracious sir. 

In humblest manner I require your highness. 
That it shall please you to declare, in hearing 
Of all these ears, (for where 1 am robb*d and bound. 
There must I be unloosed ; although not there 
At once and fully satisfied,) whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness; or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on*t ? or ever 
Have to you, — but with thanks to God for such 
A royal lady,— spake one the least word, might 
Be to the prejudice of her present state. 
Or touch of her good person ? 
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K, Hen, My lord cardinal, 

I do excuse you ; yea, upon mine honour^ 
I free you frbm*t. You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why tliey are so, but, like to vilbge curs. 
Bark when their fellows do : by some of these 
The queen is put in anger. You are excused : 
But will you be more justify*d ? you ever 
Have wished the sleeping of this business; never 
Desir*d it to be stirr'd; but oft have hinder*d j oft 
The passages made toward it : — on my honour, 
J speak my good lord cardinal to this point. 
And thus far clear him. Now, what mov*d me 

to't, — 
I will be bold with time, and your attention : — 
Then mark the inducement. Thus it came ;-> give 

heed to't: — 
My conscience iirst receiv*d a tenderness. 
Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter*d 
By the bishop of Bayonne, then French ambassador; 
Who had been hither sent on the debating 
A marriage, *twixt the duke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary : Tthe progress of this business. 
Ere a determinate resolution, he 
(I mean, the bishop) did require a respite ; 
Wherein he might the king bis lord advertise 
Whether our daughter were legitimate. 
Respecting this our marriage with the dowager. 
Sometimes our brother's wife. This respite shook 
The bosom of my conscience, entered me. 
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Yea^ with a splitting power, and made to tremble 
The region of my breast ; which forc'd such way. 
That many maz*d considerings did throng, 
And pressed in with this caution, first, me- 

thoughty 
I stood not in the smile of heaven ; who had 
Commanded nature, that my lady's womb. 
If it conceived a male child by me, should 
Do no more offices of life to't, than 
The.grave does to the dead : for her male issue 
Or died where they were made, or shortly after 
This world had air*d them : Hence I took a thought^ 
This was a judgement on me ; tliat my kingdom. 
Well worthy the best heir o'the world, should not 
Be gkidded in*t by me: Then follows, that 
I weighed the danger which my realms stood in 
By this my issue s fail *, and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throe. Thus ^hulling in 
The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now present here together j that's to say, 
I meant to rectify my conscience, — which 
I then did feel full sick, and yet not well,— 
By all the reverend fathers of the land. 
And doctors learned. — First, I began in private 
With you, my lord of Lincoln 5 you remember 
How under my oppression 1 did reek. 
When I first mov*d you. 
Xi>. Very well, my liege. 
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K. Hen, I have spoke long ; be pleas*d youndf to sa^ 
How far you satisfy*d roe. 

Lin. So please your highness^ 

The question did at first so stagger me, — 
Bearing a state of mighty moment in^t. 
And consequence of dread, — that I committed 
The daring*st counsel which I had, to doubt; 
And did entreat your highness to this course. 
Which you are running here. 

K. Hen. I then mov*d you. 

My lord of Canterbury; and got your leave 
To make this present sununons : — Unsolicited 
I left no reverend person in this court; 
But by particular consent proceeded. 
Under your hands and seals. Therefore, go (m : 
For no dislike Tthe world against the person 
Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny points 
Of my alledged reasons, drive this forward : 
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life. 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal state to come, with her, 
Katharine our queen, before the primest creature 
That*8 paragon'd o*the world. 

Cam. So please your highness. 

The queen being absent, 'tis a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court till further day: 
Mean while must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness. [T^^ ^^ ^^ depart. 
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K, Hen, I may perceive^ [Atide, 

These cardinals trifle with me: I abhor 
This dilatory ^loth, and tricks of Rome. 
My ieam*d and well-beloved servant, Cranmer, 
Pr'ythee return! with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along. Break up the court: 
I say, set on. \^Examt, in masmer as they efUer*d^ 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

Palace at BridoDell. 

A Room in the Queen*s Apartment , 
The Queen, and tome of her Women, at work. 

Q. Kath, Take thy lute, wench: my soul grows 
sad with troubles ; 
Sing^ and disperse them^ if thou canst : leave working. 

SONG. 

Orpheus with his lute made trees. 
And the mountain^tops, thatfieeze. 

Bow themselves f when he did sing: 
To his musick, plants^ andjlowers^ 
Ever sprung; as sitn, and showers. 

There had made a lasting spring. 

Every thing that heard him play. 
Even the billows of the sea. 

Hung their heads, and then lay by. 
In sweet musick is such art ; 
Killing care, and grief of heart, 

Fall asleep, or, hearing, die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 
Q. Kath. How now ? * 
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Gent, An't please your grace, the two great cardinals 
Wait in the presence. 

Q. Kaih. Would they speak with me ? 

Gent, They will*d me say so^ madam. 

Q. Kath. Pray their graces 

To come near. [Exit Gent,^ What can be their 

business 
With me, a poor weak woman^ fallen from favour ? 
I do not like their coming, now I think on*t. 
They should be good men ; their afEsdis as righteous : 
But all hoods make not monks. 

Enter Wolsey and Campeius. 

WoL Peace to your highness 1 

Q. Kath, Your graces find me here part of a house- 
wife} 
I would be all, against the worst may happen. 
What are your pleasures with me, reverend lords ? 

WoL May it please you, noble madam^ to withdraw 
Into your private chamber, we shall give you 
The full cause of our coming. 

Q. Kath, Speak it here ; 

There*s nothing I have done yet, o* my conscience^ 
Deserves a comer : 'Would, all other women 
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do ! 
My lords> I care not, (so much I am happy 
Above a number^) if my actions 
Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw them. 
Envy and base opinion set against them, 
Y know my life so even : If your business 

VOL. IX. s 
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Seek me oat, and that way I am wife itf*^, 
Oiit with it boldly ; Truth loves open dealing. 

Wol. Tanta est ergd te mentis integritas, regind 
seremssima, — 

Q. Kath. O, good my lord, no Latin; 
I am not such a truant since my coming. 
As not to know the language I have liv*d in: 
A strange tongue makes my cause more strange, 

suspicious ; 
Pray, speak in £nglish: here axe some will thank 

you. 
If you speak truth, for their poor mistress* sake ; 
Believe me, she has had much wrong: Lord cardinal^ 
The willing'st sin I ever yet committed. 
May be absolv*d in English. 

IVoL Noble lady> 

I am sorry, my integrity should breed> 
(And service to his majesty and you,) 
So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant 
We come not by the way of accusation. 
To taint that honour every good tongue blesses ) 
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow j 
You have too much, good lady : but to know 
How you stand minded in the weighty difference 
Between the king and you; and to deliver. 
Like 6^e and honest men, our just opinions. 
And comforts to your cause. 

Cam, Most honour*d madam^ 

My lord of York,--»out of his noble nature. 
Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace; 
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Torgetdng, like a good man^ your late censure 
Both of his truth and him^ (which was toofas,)^- 
Offers^ as I do^ in a sign of peace^ 
His service and his counsel. 

Q. Kath. To betray me. [Aside. 

My lords^ I thank you both for your good wills> 
Ye speak like honest men, (pray God, ye prove so !) 
But how to make ye suddenly an answer. 
In such a point of weight, so near mine honour, 
(More near my life, I fear,) with my weak wit. 
And to such men of gravity and learning. 
In truth, I know not. I was set at work 
Among my maids; full little, God knows, looking 
Either for such men, or such business. 
For her sake that I have been, (for I feel 
The last fit of my greatness,) good your graces^ 
Let me have time, and counsel, for my cause 3 
Alas ! I am a woman, friendless, hopeless. 

H^ol. Madam, you wrong the king s love with these 
fears; 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Q. Kath. In England, 

But little for my profit : Can you think, lords. 
That any Englishman dare give me counsel ? 
Or be a known friend, *gainst his highness* pleasure^ 
(Though he be grown so desperate to be honest,) 
And live a subject ? Nay, forsooth, my friends. 
They that must weigh out my afflictions. 
They that my. trust must grow to^ live not here; 
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They are, as all my other comforts, far hence. 
In mine own country, lords. 

Cain, I would, your grace 

Would leave your griefs, and take my counsel. 

Q. Kath. How, sir? 

Cam. Put your main cause into the king*s protection ; 
He*s loving, and most gracious : 'twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your cause j 
For, if the trial of the law o*ertake jo\x. 
You'll part away disgrac'd. 

Wol. He tells you rightly. 

Q. Kath. Ye tell me what ye wish for both, ray 
ruin: 
Is this your christian counsel ? out upon ye ! 
Heaven is above all yet; there sits a judge. 
That no lung can corrupt. 

Cam. Your rage mistakes ns. 

Q. Kath. The more shame for ye; hdy men I 
thought ye. 
Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues j 
But cardinal sins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye: 
Mend them for shame, my lords. Is this your com- 
fort? 
The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady ? 
A woman lost among ye, laugh'd at, scorn'd ? 
I will not wish ye half my miseries, 
I have more charity: But say, I wam*d ye; 
Take heed, for heaven's sake, take heed, lest at once 
The burden of my sorrows &11 upon ye. 
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Jfo/. Madam^ this is a mere distraction ; 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Q. Kath. Ye turn me into nothing : Woe upon jt. 
And all such false professors ! Would ye have me 
(If you have any justice, any pity; 
If ye be any thing but churchmen*s habits,) 
Put my sick cause into his hands that hates me ? 
Alas ! he has banish*d me his bed already ; 
His love, too long ago : I am old, my lords. 
And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 
To me, above this wretchedness ? all your studies 
Make me a curse like this. 

Cam, Your fears are worse. 

Q. Kath, Have I liv'd thus long*— (let me speak 
myself. 
Since virtue finds no friends,) — a wife, a true one ? 
A woman (I dare say, without vain-glory,) 
Never yet branded with suspicion ? 
Have I with all my full affections 
Still met the king? lov*d him next heaven? obey*d 

him? 
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him ? , 
Almost forgot my prayers to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded? 'tis not well, lords* 
Bring me a constant woman to her husband. 
One that ne*er dream'd a joy beyond his pleasurei 
Ajid to that woman, when she has done most. 
Yet will I add an honour, — ^a great patience. 
WoL Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 
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Q. Kath, My lord^ I dare not make myself so 
guilty. 
To give up willingly that noble title 
Your master wed me to : nothing but death 
Shall e'er divorce my dignities. 

Wol, 'Pray, hear me. 

Q. • Kath, * Would I had never trod this English 
earth. 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! 
Ye have angels* faces, butjieaven knows your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched lady ? 
I am the most unhappy woman living. — 
Alas ! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes? 

\To her xoomen, 
Shipwreck'd upoa a kingdom, where no pity. 
No friends, no hope; no kindred weep for me. 
Almost, no grave allow'd me : — ^Like the lily. 
That once was mistress of the field, and flourished, 
1*11 hang my head, and perish. 

Wol, Ifyqar grace 

Could but be brought to know, our ends are honest. 
You'd feel more comfort: why should we, good lady. 
Upon what cause, wrong you ? alas ! our places. 
The way of our profession is against it 5 
We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow them. 
For goodness* sake, consider what you do; 
How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly 
Grow from the king*s acquaintance, by this carriage. 
The hearts of princes kiss obedience. 
So much they love it; but, to stubborn spirits. 
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They swells and grow as terrible as storms. 

I know^ you have a gentle^ noble temper, 

A soul as even as a calm ; Pray, think us 

Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and servants. 

Com. Madam, you*ll find it so. You wrong your 
virtues 
With these weak women's fears. A noble spirit. 
As yours was put into you, ever casts 
Such doubts, as &lse coin> from it The king loves 

you,- 
Beware, you lose it not: For us, if you please 
To trust us in your business, we are ready 
To use our utmost studies in your service. 

Q, Kath. Do what ye will^ my lords : And^ V^7» 
forgive me. 
If I have us*d myself unmannerly; 
You know, I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 
Pray, do my service to his majesty : 
He has my heart yet; and shall have my prayers. 
While I shall have my life. Come, reverend Withers, 
Bestow your counsels on me : she now begs. 
That little thought, when she set footing here^ 
She should have bought her dignities so dear. 

lExamt 
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SCENE II. 

Antechamber to the King's Apartment. 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk^ the Duke ofSvFvoiaK, 
the EarlqfSiTKKEY, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. If you will now unite in your complaints^ 
And force them with a constancy, the cardinal 
Cannot stand under them : If you omit 
The oflcr of this time, I cannot promise. 
But that you shall sustain more new disgraces. 
With these you bear already. 

Sun I am joyful 

To meet the least occasion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law^ the duke. 
To be reveng'd on him. 

Suf. Which of the peers 

Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected ? when did he regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person. 
Out of himself? 

Cham, My lords, you speak your pleasures: 

What he deserves of you and me, I know^ 
What We can do to him, (though now the time 
Gives way to us,) I much fear. If you camiot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him 5 for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in his tongue. 

Nur, Oj fear him not} 
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His spell in that is out: the king hath fbond 
Matter against him^ that for ever mars 
The honey of his language. No^ he's settled^ 
Not to come off, in hit displeasure. 

Sur. S\r, 

I should bp glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor, Believe it> this is true. 

In the divorce^ his contraiy proceedings 
Are all unfolded 5 wherein he appearsj 
As I could wish mine enemy. 

Sur. How came 

His practices to light ? 

Suf. Most strangely* 

Sur* O, how, how^ 

St^, The cardinal*s letter to the pope nuscarried^ 
And came to the eye o*the king: wherein was read. 
How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 
To stay the judgement o'the divorce; For if 
It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive. 
My king is tangled in affection to 
A creature cf the queen*s, lady Annt BvUen. 

Sur. Has the kii^ this? 

Suf. Believe it. 

Sur. WiU this work? 

Cham. The king in this perceives him, how he 
coasts, 
*^And hedges, his own way. But in this point 
All his tricks &«mder, and he brings his physick 
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After his patient's death $ the king already 
Hath married the £ak lady. 

Sur. 'Would he had! 

Svf. May you be happy in your wish^ my lord; 
For^ I profess^ you have it* 

Sur, Now all my joy 

Trace the conjunction ! 

Suf, My amen to't ! 

Nor. Ailments. 

Suf, There's order given for her coronation : 
Many> this is yet but young, and may be left 
To some ears unrecounted. — But, my lords. 
She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind and feature : I persuade me, from her 
Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall 
In it be memorized. 

Sur, But, will the king 

Digest this letter of the cardinal*s } 
The lord forbid! 

Nor. Marry, amen ! 

Suf. No, no; 

There be more wasps that buz about his nose. 
Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal Campeius 
Is stolen away to Rome; hath ta*en no leave; 
Has left the cause o*the king unhandled; and 
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal. 
To second all his plot. I do assure you 
The king cry'd, ha! at this. 

Cham. Now, God incense him. 

And let him cry ha, louder! 
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Nor. But, my lord. 

When retoras Cranmer? 

Suf, He is retom'd, in his opinions; which 
Have satisfy*d the king for his divorce. 
Together with all femous colleges 
Almost in Christendom : shortly, I helieve. 
His second marriage shall be published, and 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call'd, queen; but princess dowager. 
And widow to prince Arthur* 

Nor. This same Cranmer^tf 

A worthy feUow, and hath ta*en much pain 
In the king's business. 

Svf, He has; and we shall see him 
Por it, an archbishop. 

Nor. So I hear. 

Suf. Tis so. 

The cardinal — 

Enter^ Wolsey and Cbomwell. 

- Nor, Observe, observe, he's moody. 

IVoL The packet, Cromwell, gave it you the king? 

Crom, To his own hand, in his bedchamber. 

Wol, Look'd he o'the inside of the paper? 

Crom. Presently 

He did unseal them : and the first he vieVd, 
He did it with a serious mind; a heed 
Was in his copntenance: You, he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 
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If^ol, . Is he ready 

To come abroad ? 

Crom* I thinks b]^ this he is. 

Wol, Leave me a while.— [jBortV CronmeU, 

It shall be to the duchess of Alen^on, 
The French king's sister : he shall marry her. — 
Anne Bullen! No; Til no Anne Bullens for him: 
There is more in it than &ir visage. — -JBollenl 
No^ we'll no Bullens.— Speedily I wish 
To hear fit>m Rome.— Ihe marchioness of Pem- 
broke! 

Nor. He*8 discontented. 

Snf, May be^ he hears the king 

Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur. Sharp enough^ 

Lord^ for thy justice! 

JVoL The late queen's gentlewoman; a knight's 
daughter^ 
To be her mistress* mistress! the queen's queen! — 
This candle bums not clear: *tis I must snuff it; 
Then^ out it goes.-— What though I know her virtu- 

onsj 
And well-deserving? yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran; and hot wholesome to 
Our cause, that she should lie i'the bosom of 
Our hardrrul'd king. Again, there is sproi^; up 
An heretick, an arch one> Cranmer; one 
Hath crawl'd into the fevour of the king^ 
And is his oracle. 
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Nor, He is vex*d at something. 

Sur, I would, 'twere something that would fret 
the strings 
The master-cord of his heart ! 

^ Enter the King, reading a schedule; and Lotell* 

Suf. The kmg, the king. 

K, Hen: What piles of wealth hath he accumu- 
lated 
To his own portion ! and what expence by the hour 
Seems to flow from him ! How, i'the name of thrift 
Does he rake this together I— Now, my lords ; 
Saw you the cardinal ? * 

Nor. My lord, we have 

Stood here observing him : Some strange commotiott 
Is in his brain : he bites his lip, and starts ; 
Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground. 
Then, lays his finger on his temple ; straight. 
Springs out into fast gait; then, stops again. 
Strikes his breast hard; and anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon : in most strange postures 
We have seen him set himself. 

K. Hen. It may well be ; 

There is a mutiny in his mind. This morning 
Papers of state he sent me to peruse. 
As I required ; And, wot you, what I fi>imd 
There ; on my conscience, put unwittingly? 
Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing, — 
The several parcels of his plate, his treasuret, 
EichstuiFs, and ornaments of housefacJd^ which 
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I find at such proud rate> that it out-speaks 
Possession of a subject. 

Nor, lt*s heaven's will ; 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet. 
To bless your eye witlial. 

K. Hen, If we did think 

His contemplation were above the earthy 
And fix*d on spiritual object^ he should still 
Dwell in his musings ; but, I am afraid. 
His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 
His serious considering. 

[i/e takes his seat ; and whispers Lovell, who goew 
to WoUey. 

Wol, Heaven forgive me !— 

Ever God bless your highness ! 

K* Hen, Good my lord. 

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventoiy 
Of your best graces in your mind 5 the which 
You were now running o*er : you have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span. 
To keep your earthly audit : Sure, in that 
I deem you an ill husband ; and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

Wol. Sir, 

For holy offices I have a time ; a time 
To think upon the part of business, which 
I bear i*the state } and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which, perforce, 
I her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal. 
Must give my tendance to. 
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K. Hen. You have said well. 

fVol. And ever may your highness yoke together. 
As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well saying ! 

K. Hen. Tis well said again ; 

And tis a kind of good deed, to say well: 
And yet words are no deeds. My £ither lov*d 

you: 
He said, he did ; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 
I have kept you next my heart ; have not alone 
JBniploy*d you where high profits might come home^ 
£ut par*d my present havings, to bestow 
^^y bounties upon you. 

fVol. What should this mean ? 

Sur. The Lord increase this business ! {^Asule. 

K, Hen. Have I not made you 

TThe prime man of the state ? I pray you, tell me, 
Xf what I now pronounce, you have found true : 
And, if you may confess it, say withal, 
Xf you are bound to us, or no. What say. you ? 

JVol. My sovereign, I confess, your royal graces, 
Shower'don me daily, have been more, than could 
"My studied purposes requite ; which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours : — my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires. 
Yet, fird with my abilities : Mine own ends 
Have been mine so, that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person, and 
The profit of the state. For your great graces 
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Heap*d upon me, poor undeserver, I 
Can nothing render but aUegiant thanks ; 
My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty. 
Which ever has, and ever shall be growing. 
Till death, that winter, kill it. 

K, Hen. Fairly answer'd j 

A loyal and obedient subject is 
Therein illustrated : The honour of it 
Does pay the act of it ; as, i*the contrary. 
The foulness is the punishment. I presume^ 
That, as my hand has open*d bounty to you. 
My heart dropp*d love, my power rain'd honour, 

more 
On you, than any } so your hand, and heart. 
Your brain, and every function of your power. 
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty. 
As *twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

Wol. I do professi 

That for your highness* good I ever labour*d 
More than mine own ; that am, have, and will be. 
Though all the world should crack their duty to you. 
And throw it from their soul ; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make them, and 
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty. 
As doth a rock against the chiding flood. 
Should the approach of this wild river break. 
And stand unshaken yours. 

K. Hen. 'Tis nobly spoken : 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast. 
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For you have seen him open* t— Read o*er this i 

[Giving him papers. 
And, after, this : and then to breakfast, with 
What appetite you have. 

[Exit King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolsey: 

the Nobles throng after him, smiling, and vhis" 

pering. 
Wol, What should this mean ? 

What sudden anger*s this ? how have I reaped it ? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd from his eyes : So looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall*d him ; 
Then makes him nothing. I mast read this papery 
I fear, the story of his anger. — *Tis so; 
This paper has undone me : — Tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the popedom^ 
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence. 
Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross devil 
Made me put this main secret in the packet 
I sent the king ? Is there no way to cure this ? 
No new device to beat this from his brains ? 
I know, 'twill stir him strongly ; Yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune 
Will bring me off again. What's this — To the Pope? 
The letter, as I live, with all the business 
I writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewell ! 
I have touch'd the highest point of all my greatness; 
And, from that full meridian of my gloiy^ 
I haste now to my setting : I shall fall 
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Like a bright exhalation in the evening^ 
And no man see me more. 

Rc'cnter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, tie 
Earl o/* Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nors Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal : who 
commands you 
To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands ; and to confine yourself 
To Asher-house, my lord of Winchester's, 
Till you hear further from his highness. 

TFol. Stay, 

Where's your commission, lords ? words cannot cany 
Authority so weighty. 

Suf, Who dare cross them ? 

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly ? * 

Wol. Till I find more than will, or words, to do it, 
(I mean, your malice,) know, officious lords, 
I dare, and must deny it Now I feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded,— envy. 
How eagerly ye follow my disgraces. 
As if it fed ye ? and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in eveiy thing may bring my ruin ! 
Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 
You have christian warrant for them, and, no doubt^ 
In time will find their fit rewards. That seal. 
You ask with such a violence, the king, 
(Mine, and your master,) with his own hand gave 

me: 
Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours. 
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iynnng my life ; and^ to confirm his goodness^ 
Ty*d it by letters patents : Now^ who'll take it ? 

Sur. The king, that gave it. 

WoL It must be himself then. 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 

Woli Proud lord, thou liest ; 

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that tongue, than said so. 

Sur. Thy ambition^ 

Thou scarlet sin, robb*d this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 
The heads of all thy brother cardinals, 
(With thee, and all thy best parts bound together,) 
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy ! 
You sent me deputy for Ireland ; 
Far from his succour, from the king, from all 
That might have mercy on the £iult thou gav*st himi 
Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity, 
Absolv*d him with an axe. 

Wol. This, and all else 

This tallung lord can lay upon my credit, 
I answer, is most &lse. The duke by law 
Found his deserts : how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end. 
His noble jury and foul cause can witness. 
If I lov'd many words, lord, I should tell you. 
You have as little honesty as honour ; 
That I, in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master. 
Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be. 
And all that love his follies. 
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Suu By 1x17 soul. 

Your long coat, priest, protects you } thou shoulcTst 

feel 
My sword i*thc life-blood of thee else.— My lords. 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 
And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely. 
To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet. 
Farewell nobility ; let his grace go forward. 
And dare us with his cap, like larks. 

Wol. All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sun Yes, that goodness 

Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one. 
Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion ; 
The goodness of your intercepted packets. 
You writ to the pqpe, against the king : your good- 
ness. 
Since you provoke roe, shall be most notorious.— 
My lord of Norfolk, — as you are truly noble. 
As you respect the common good, the state 
Of our despis*d nobility, our issues. 
Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen,— 
Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles 
Collected from his life : — rU startle you 
Worse than the ^sacring bell, when the brown wendi 
Lay kissing in your arms^ lord cardinal. 

JVol, How much, methioks, I could despise this 
man. 
But that I am bound in charity against it ! 

Nor, Those articles, my lord, are in the klng*fi hand: 
But, thus much, they are foul ones. 
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Wof. So much fairer. 

And spotless, shall mine innocence arise. 
When the king knows my truth. 

Svr, This cannot save you : 

I thank ray memory, I yet remember 
Some of these articles ; and out they shall. 
Now, if you can blush, and cry guilty, cardinal, 
You*ll show a little honesty. 

Wol, Speak on, sir ; 

I dare your worst objections : if I blush. 
It lAt to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur, I'd rather want those, than my head. Have 
at you. 
First, diat, without the king's assent, or knowledge. 
You wrought to be a legate j by which power 
You maim*d the jurisdiction of all bishops. 

Nor, Then, that, in all you writ to Rome, or else 
To foreign princes, E^o et Rex mens 
Was still inscrib'd ; in which you brought the king 
To be your servant. 

Suf, Then, that, without the knowledge 

Either of king or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Fbnders the great seal. 

Sur, Item, you sent a large commission 
To Gregory de Cassalis, to conclude. 
Without the king's will, or the state's allowance, 
A league between his highness and Ferrara. 

Suf, That, out of mere ambition, you have cam'd 
Your holy hat to be stamp'd on the king's coin. 
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Sur. Then, that you have sent innumerable suIh 
stance, 
(By what means got, I leave to your own conr 

science,) 
To furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities ; to the mere undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are ; 
"Which, since they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

Ckam. O my lord. 

Press not a falling man too for ; 'tis virtue : 
His faults lie open to the laws -, let them. 
Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to see him 
So little of his great self. 

Sur. I forgive him. 

Svf. Lord cardinal, the king's further pleasure is,— 
Because all those things, you have done of late 
By your power legatine within this kingdom. 
Fall into the compass of a prcnnunire, — 
That therefore such a writ be su'd against you j 
To forfeit all yonr goods, lands, tenements. 
Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be 
Out of the king's protection :— This is m^ charge. 

Nor, And so we'll leave you to your meditations 
How to live better. Vox your stubborn answer. 
About the giving back the great seal to us. 
The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thank 

you* 
Bo fare you well, my Uttle good lord cardinal. 

[Exeunt all but Wolsey. 
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Wol, So Crewel! to the little good you bear me. ~ 
Farewell, a long fareweU^ to all my greatness ! 
This is the state of man ) To-d^y he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope -, to-morrow blos8oros» 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him : 
The third day« comes a frost, a killing frost; 
And, — when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a ripening, — nips his root^ 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd. 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders^ 
This many summers in a sea of glory ; 
But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me; and now has leflme^ . 
Weary, and old with service, to the mercy ■ . t 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of this worlds I hate ye ; 
I feel my heart new open*d : O, how wretched 
Is that poor man, that hangs on princes' favours! . 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 
Tliat sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin. 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have ; 
And when he fells, he fells like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again,— 

Enter Cromwell, amazcdly. 

Why, how now, Cromwell } 
Crom, I have no power to speak, sir. 
Wol. What, amaz'd 

At my misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder. 
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A great man should decline ? Nay, an you weep, 
I am £illen indeed. 

Cram. How does your grace ? 

Wd. Why, wellj 

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
I know myself now j and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 
A still and quiet conscience. The king has cur'd 

me, 
I humbly thank his grace ; and from, these shoulders. 
These ruin*d piUars, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy, too much honour : 
O, *tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden. 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 

Cram. I am glad, your grace has made that right 
use of it. 

WoL I hope, I have : I am able now, methinks, 
(Out of a fortitude of soul I feel,) 
To endure more miseries, and greater far. 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad ? 

Crom. The heaviest, and the worst. 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

^^- God bless him! 

Crom. The next is, that sir Thomas More is 
chosen 
Xord chancellor m your place. 

p„, ? \ That's somewhat sudden : 

*«t J>e s a fearned man. May he continue 
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Long in bis highness' &voiir> and do justice 
For truth's sake, and his conscience ; that his bones. 
When he has run his course, and sleeps in blessings, 
^ May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on *em ! 
What more ? 

Crom. That Cranmer is retum'd with welcome, 
Instaird lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

fVoL That's news indeed. 

i'nm. Last, that the lady Anne, 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long marry *d| 
Tills day was view'd in open, as his queen. 
Going to chapel -, and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

JVoi. There was the weight that pull'd me down. 
O Cromwell, 
The king has gone beyond me, all my glories 
In that one woman I have lost for ever : 
No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours. 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell ; 
I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master : Seek the king ; 
That sun, I pray, may never set ! I have told him 
What, and how true thou art : he will advance thee; 
Some little memory of me will stir him, 
(I know his noble nature,) not to let 
Thy hopeful service perish too : Good CromweU, 
Neglect him not -, make use now, and provide 
For thine own future safety. 

Crom. O my lord. 
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Must I then leave you ? must I needs forego 
So good, so noble, and so true a master ? 
Bear witness, all that have not hearts of iron. 
With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. — 
The king shall have my service -, but my prayers 
For ever, and for ever, shall be yours. 

Wd. Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
In all my miseries ; but thou hast forc*d me 
Out of thy honest truth to play the woman. 
Let*s dry our eyes : and thus &r hear me, Cromwell; 
And, — when I am forgotten, as 1 shall be ; 
And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must be heard of, — say, I taught thee. 
Say, Wolsey, — that once trod the ways of glory. 
And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour, — 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in *, 
A sure and safe one, though thy master miss'd it 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me. 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition ; 
By that sin fell the angels, how can man then. 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by*t ? 
Love tliyself last : ^^ cherish those hearts that hate 

thee; 
Corruption wins not more than honesty. * 
Still in thy right hand carry gende peace. 
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not : 
Let all the ends, thou aim*st at, be thy country's. 
Thy God's, and truth's; then if thou M'st, O 

Cromwell, 
Thou M*st a blessed martyr. Serve the king i 
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And, — IVythee, lead me in : 

There take an inventory of all I have. 

To the last penny ( 'tis the king's : my robe. 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwellj 

^Had I but serv'd my God with half the zeal 

I serv'd my king, he would not in mine age 

Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Crom. G<xxl sir^ have patience. 

fVoL So I have. Farewell 

The hopes of court ! my h<^>es in heaven do dwell. 
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ACT IF. SCENE I. 

A Street in Westminster, 

Enter two Gentlemen, mcetii^g, 

1 Gent, You are well met once again. 

2 Gent, And so are you. 

1 Gent. You come to take your stand hepe> and 

behold 
The lady Anne pass from her coronation ? 

2 Gent, 'Tis all my business. At our last en- 

counter. 
The duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Gent. Tis very true : but that time offer'd 

sorrow $ 
This, general joy. 

2 Gent, *Ti8 well : the citizens, 

I am sure, have shown at full their ro3ral minds ; 
As, let them have their rights, they are ever forward 
In celebration of this day with shows. 
Pageants, and sights of honour. 

1 Gtnt, Never greater. 
Nor, I'll assure you, better taken, sir. 

2 Gent, May I be bold to ask what that contains. 
That paper in your hand ? 

1 Gent. Yes ; *tis the list 

Of those, that claim their offices this day. 
By custom of the coronation. 
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The duke of Suffolk is the firsts and claims 

To be high steward ; next, the duke of J)iIorfolk> 

He to be earl marshal; you vqaj read the rest. 

2 Gent, I thank you^ sir 3 had I not known those 
customs, 
I should have been beholden to your paper. 
But, I beseech you, what's become of Katharine, 
The princess dowager ? how goes her business ? 

1 Gent* That I can teU you too. The archbishop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order. 

Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off 

From Ampthill, where the princess lay j to which 

She oft was cited by them, but appeared not : 

And, to.be short, for not appearance, and 

The kbg's late scruple, by the main assent 

Of all tliesci learned men she was divorc'd. 

And the late marriage made of none effect : u 

Since which, she was removed to Kimbolton, 

Where she reinains now, sick. 

2 Gtat. Alas, good lady ! — 

\Trunrpets, 
The trumpets sound: stand iclose, the queen is 
coming. 

THE Order of the processiokt. 

A lively flourish of trumpets; then, enter 

1. Two judges. 

3. Lord Chancellor, toith the purse an4 mace before him. 
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3. Choristers singing, [Musiek, 

4. Mayor of London bearing the mace. Then Garter, 

in his coat of arms, and on his head, a gilt copper 
crown* 

5. Marquis Dorset, bearing a scepter of gold, on his 

head a demi*coronal of gold. With him, the Earl 
of Surrey, bearing the rod of siher with the dove, 
crown* d with an earPs coronet, CoUars ofSS, 

6. Duke of Suffolk, in his robe of estate, his coronet 

on his head, bearing a long white wand, as high 
stervard. With him, the Duke of Norfolk, with 
the rod of marshalship, a coronet on his head. 
Collars ofSS. 

7. A canopy borne by four of the Cinque^ports ; under it, 

the Queen in her robe ; in her hair richly adorned 
with pearl, crowned. On each side of her, the 
Bishops of London and Winchester, 

8. The old Duchess of Norfolk, in a coronal of gold, 

wrought with flowers, bearing the Queen^s train, 

9. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain circlets of 

gold without flowers. 

2 Gent, A royal train, believe me. — ^These I 
know; — 
Who's that, that bears the scepter ? 

1 Gent, Marquis Dorset : 
And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

2 Gent, A bold brave gentleman : And that 

should be 
The duke of Sufiblk. 
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1 Crfnt, Tis the same ; high-steward* 

2 Gent. And that m j lord of Norfolk ? 

1 Gent. Yes. 

2 Gffi^. Heaven bless thee ! 

[Looking on the Qveen. 
Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look*d on.— 
Sir^ as I have a soul, she is an angel ; 
Our king has all the Indies in his arms. 
And more, and richer, when he strains that lady : 
I cannot blame his conscience. 

1 Gent. They, that bear 
The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 

2 Gent. Those men are happy 5 and so are all, are 

near her. 
I take it, she that carries up the train. 

Is that old noble lady, duchess of Norfolk. 

1 Gait. It is ', and all the rest are countesses. 

2 Gent. Their coronets say so. These are stars, 

indeed ; 
And, sometimes, falling ones. 

1 Gent. No more of that. 

[Exit Proceuion, with a great flourish of trumpets. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

God save you, sir ! Where have you been broiling > 

3 Gent. Among the croud i' the abbey 3 where 

a finger 
Could not be wedg*d in more ; and I am stifled 
With the mere rankness of their joy. 
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2 Gent. You saw 
The ceremony ? 

3 Gent. That I did. 

1 Gent. How was it ? 
3 Gent. Well worth the seeing. 

2 Gent. Grood svc, speak it to us. 

3 Gent. As well as I am able. The rich stream 
Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepar'd place in the choir, fell off 

A distance from her j while her grace sat down 
To rest awhile, some half an hour, or so. 
In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
The beauty of her person to the people. 
Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman 
That ever lay by man : which when the people 
Had the full view of, such a noise arose 
As the shrouds make at sea m a stiff tempest. 
As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks, 
(Doublets, I think,) flew up -, and had their feces 
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy 
I never saw before. Great-belly *d women. 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would shake the press. 
And make them reel before them. No man living 
Could say. This is my wife, there 5 all were woven 
So strangely in one piece. 

2 Gent. But, *pray, what followed ? 

3 Gent. At length her grace rose, and with modest 

paces 
Came to the altar 3 where she kneel'd, and, saint-like. 



KING HENRY VIII. 271 

Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray'd devoatly* 
Then rose again, and bow'd her to the people : 
When by the archbishop of Canterbuiy 
She had all the royal makings of a queen j 
As holy oil, Edward Confessor's crown. 
He rod, and bird of peace, and all such emblemi 
Lay'd nobly on her : which performed, the choir^ 
With all the choicest musick of the kingdom. 
Together sung Te Dcum, So she parted. 
And with the same full state pac'd back again 
To York-place, where the feast is held. 

1 Gent. Sir, you 
Must no more call it York-place, that is past : 
For, since the cardinal feU, that title*s lost; 

Tis now the king's, and call'd— Whitehall. 

3 Gent, I know it i 

But 'tis so lately alter*d, that the old name 
Is fresh about me. 

2 Gent, What two reverend bishops 
Were those that went on each side of the queen ? 

3 Gent. Stokesly and Grardiner ; the one, of Win« 

Chester, 
(Newly preferr'd from the king's secretary,) 
The other, London. 

2 Gent. He of Winchester 

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop's^ 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 Gent. All the land knows that : 
However, yet there's no great breach ; when it comet, 
Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from him. 

VOL. IX. u 
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2 Gent. Who may that be, I pray you ? 

3 Gtnt, Thomas Cromwell ^ 
A man m much esteem with the king, and truly 

A worthy friend. — ^The king 

Has made him master o*lhe jewel-house. 

And one, already, of the privy-council. 

2 Getd. He will deserve moi^. 

3 Gent, Yes, without all doubt 
Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 

Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests; 
Something I can command. As I walk thither^ 
m teil ye more. 

Both, You may command us, sir. 

\Exeat* 

'» 5C£Ar£ Ih 

Kimboltofii 

Enter Katharine, Dowager, sick ; led between 
Griffith and Patience. 

Grif. How does your grace ? 

Kath. O, Griffith, sick to death : 

My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth. 
Willing to leave their burden : Reach a chair ; — 
So, — ^now, methinks, I feel a little ease. 
Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led*st me^ 
That the great child of honour, cardinal Wolsey, 
Was dead ? 
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Grif. Yes, madam ; but, I think, yoar grace. 
Out of the pain you su£fer*d, gave no ear to*t. 

Eath. Pr*ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he 
died: 
If well, he stepped before me, happily. 
For my example. 

Grif, WeU, the voice goes, madam : 

For a^er the stout earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man sorely tainted,) to his answer. 
He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill. 
He could not sit hb mule. 

Kaih, Alas, poor man ! 

Grif, At last, with easy roads, he came to LeK 
pester, 
Lodg*d in the abbey \ where the reverend abbot. 
With all his convent, honourably receiv*d him; 
To whom he gave these words, — father abbots 
An old man, broken with the storm of state. 
Is come to lay his weary hones among ye ; 
Give him a little earth for charity ! 
So went to bed : where eagerly his sickness 
Pursued him still and, three nights after this. 
About the hour of eight, (which he himself 
Foretold, should be his last,) full of repentance 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows. 
He gave his honours to the world again. 
His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace. 

Kath. So may he rest \ his faults lie gently oa 
him! 
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Yet thus far, Griffith^ give rae leave to speak him> 
And yet with charity^ — He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach '^ ever ranking 
Himself with princes ; one> that by suggestion 
Ty*d all the kingdom : simony was fair play \ 
His own opinion was his law : I*the presence 
He would say imtruths \ and be ever double. 
Both in his words and meaning : He was never^ 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful : 
His promises were, as he then was, mighty > 
But his performance, as he is now, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The cleigy ill example. 

Grif, Noble madam, 

Men*s evil manners live in brass \ their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 
To hear me speak his good now ? 

Kath. Yes, good Gri£Bth > 

I were malicious else. 

Grif. This cardinal. 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion*d to much honour. From his cradle. 
He was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one; 
Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading : 
Lofty, and sour, to them that lov'd him not ; 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet as summer* 
And though he were unsatisfy*d in getting, 
(Which was a sin,) yet in bestowing, madam. 
He was most princely : Ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning, that he raised in you. 
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Ipswich^ and Oxford ! one of which fell with him, 
UnwiUing to outlive the good that did it ; 
The other, though unfinished, yet so famous. 
So excellent in art, and still so rising. 
That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap*d happiness upon him j 
For then, and not till then, he fdt himself. 
And found the blessedness of being little : 
And, to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he died, fearing God. 
Kath. After my death I wish no other herald. 
No other speaker of my living actions. 
To keep mine honour from corruption. 
But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 
Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me. 
With thy religious truth, and modesty. 
Now in his ashes honour : Peace be with him !— 
Patience, be near me still j and set me lower : 
I have not long to trouble thee. — Gkxxl Griffith, 
Cause the musicians play me that sad note 
I nam*d my knell, whilst I sit meditating 
On that celestial harmony I go to. 

Sad and solemn munch, 

Grif, She is asleep : Good wench, let's sit down 
quiet. 
For fear we wake her j — Softly, gentle Patience. 

The vision. Enter, solemnly tripfmg one after an^ 
other^^p six personages, clad in white robes, wearing 
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an their heads garlands of ba^s, and golden vizards 
on their faces ; branches of hays, or paim, in their 
hands. They first congee unto her, then dance ; and, 
at certain changes, the first two hold a spare garland 
ffver her head; at which, the other four make reverend 
court* sies ; then the two, that held the garland, delker 
the same to the other next two, who observe the same 
order in their changes, and holding the garland over 
her head : wliich done, they deliver the same garland 
to the last two, who likewise observe the same order : at 
which, (as it were by inspiration,) she mdkes in her 
sleep signs of rejoicing, and holdeth up her hands to 
heaven : and so in their dancing they vanish, carry'mg 
the garland with them. The musick continues, 

Kath, Spirits of peace, where are ye > Are je all 
gone ? 
And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye ? 

Grif, Madam, we are here. 

Kath. It is not 70U I caU for : 

Saw ye none enter, since I slept ? 

Grif None, madam. 

Kath. No? Saw you not, even now, a blessed 
troop 
Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand begms upon me, like the sun ? 
They promised me eternal happiness 5 
And brought me garlands, Griffith, whicn I fee 
I am not worthy yet to wear : I shall. 
Assuredly, 
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Grif. I am most joyful, madam, such good dreams 
Possess jour fsncj. 

Kath. Bid the musick leave. 

They are harsh and heavy to me. ^Musick ceoies. 

Pat, Do you note^ 

How much her grace is alter*d on the sudden ? 
How long her face is drawn ? How pale she looks. 
And of an earthy cold ? Mark you her eyes ? 

Grif, She is going, wench ; pray, pray. 

Pat, Heaven comfort her ! 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess, An*t like your grace,— 

Katk, You are a saucy fellow: 

Deserve we oo more reverence ? 

Grif, You are to blame. 

Knowing, she will not lose her wonted greatness. 
To use so rude behaviour : go to, kneel. 

Mess. I humbly do entreat your highness* pardon ; 
My haste made me uomannerly : There is staying 
A gentleman, sent from th^ king, to see you. 

Kath, Admit him entrance, Griffith : But thie 
fellow 
Let me ne*er see again. 

lExeunt Griffith and Messenger, 

lU'enier Griffith vdth Capucius. 

If my sight fail not. 
You should be lord ambassador from the emperor^ 
My royal nephew^ and your name Capucius^—* 
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Cop. Madam, the same, your servant. 

Kath, O my lord« 

The times, and titles, now are alter'd strangely 
With me, since first you knew me. But, I pray you. 
What is your pleasure with me ? 

Cap. Nohle lady. 

First, mine own service to your grace 3 the next. 
The king^s request that I would visit you ; 
Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations. 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 

Kath, O my good lord, that comfort comes too 
late; 
Tis like a pardon after execution : 
That gende physick, given in time, had cur'd me ; 
But now I am past all comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his highness ? 

Cap, Madam, in good health. 

Kath. So may he ever do ! and ever flourish. 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banish'd the kingdom ! — Patience, is that letter, 
I caus*d you write, yet sent away ? 

Pat, No, madam. 

[Giving it to Katharine. 

Kath, Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap. Most willing, madam. 

Kath, In which I have commended to his good' 
ness 
The model of our chaste loves, his young daughter :— 
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The dews of heaven &11 thick in blessings on her !— 

Beseeching him, to give her virtuous breeding 3 

(She is young, and of a noble modest nature ; 

J hope, ^e will deserve well;) and a little 

To love her for her mother's sake, that lov*d him. 

Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 

Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 

Upon my wretched women, that so long. 

Have follow*d both my fortunes faithfully: 

Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 

(And now I should not lie,) but will desenrej 

For virtue, and true beauty of the soul. 

For honesty, and decent carriage, 

A right good husband, let him be a noble ; 

And, sure, those men are happy that shall have them. 

The last is, for my men 5 — they are the poorest. 

But poverty could never draw them from me j— 

That they may have their wages duly paid them. 

And something over to remember me by ; 

If heaven had pleas*d to have given me longer life. 

And able means, we had not parted thus. 

These are the whole contents : — And, good my lord. 

By that you love the dearest in this world. 

As you wish christian peace to souls departed. 

Stand these poor people's friend, and urge the king 

To do me this last right. 

Cop. By heaven, I ^ill ; 

Or let me lose the fashion of a man ! 

Kath. I thank you, honest lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his highness : 



030 



KING HENRY VUI. 



Say, his long trouble now is passing 

Out of this world : tell him, in death I bless'd him. 

For so I will. — Mine eyes grow dim. — ^FareweU, 

My lord. — Griffith, farewell,— Nay, Patience, 

You must not leave me yet. I must to bed ; 

Gail in more women. — ^When I am dead, good wench. 

Let me be us*d with honour 3 strew me oyer 

With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 

I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me. 

Then lay me forth : although unqueen*d, yet like 

A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 

I can no more. [Exeunt, leading Katkarine. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
A Gallery in the Palace. 

r 

Enter Gaudiker Bishop of Winchester, a Page with a 
forchbefore him, met 6y Sir Thomas Lovell, 

Gar, It's one o'clock^ hoy, is't not ? 

Boy,: ) I It hath struck. 

Gar. These should be hours for necessities, 
Noi for delights ^ } times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose, and not for us 
To waste these times.— Good hour of night, sir 

Thomas ! 
Whitjier so late ? 

Ixyc. . Came you from the king, my lord ? 

Gar. I did, sir Thomas ; and left him at primero '* 
With the duke of Suffolk. 

Lor. I must to him too. 

Before he go to bed. I'll take my leave 
- Gar. Not yet, sir Thomas Lovell. What's the 

matter ? 
It seems, you are in haste : and if there be 
No great offence belongs to't, give your friend 
Some touch of your late business : Affairs, that walk 
(As, they say, spirits do,) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature, than the business 
That seeks despatch by day. 

Lov. My lord, I love you ; 
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And durst commend a secret to your ear 

Much weightier than this work. ITie queen's in 

labour^ 
They say, in great extremity 5 and fear'd, 
She*U with the labour end. 

Gar. The fruit, she goes with, 

I pray for heartily 5 that it may find 
(7o6d time, and live : but for the stock, sir Thomas, 
I wish it grubb*d up now. 

Lot. Methinks, I could 

Cry the amen ; and yet my conscience says 
She's a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes. 

Gar. But, sir, sir,— 

Hear me, sir Thomas : You are a gentleman 
Of mine own way ', I know you wise, religious j 
And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well,— 
•Twill not, sir Thomas Lovell, take't of me. 
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and she. 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lov. Now, sir, you speak of two 

The most remaiii'd i'the kingdom. As for Crom- 

weU, — 
Beside that of the jewel-house, he's made master 
O'the rolls, and the king's secretary | further, sir. 
Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments. 
With which the time will load him : The arch- 
bishop 
Is the king's hand, and tongue | And who dare speak 
One syllable against him ? 
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Gar. Yes, yet, sir Thomas, 

There are that dare ; and I myself have ventured 
To speak my mind of him : and, indeed, this day. 
Sir, (I may tell it you,) I think, I have 
Incensed the lords o*the council, that he is, 
(For so I know he is, they know he is,) 
A most arch heretick, a pestilence 
That does infect the land : with which they moved. 
Have broken^ with the king; who hath so far 
Given ear to our complaint, (of his great grace 
And princely care } foreseeing those fell mischief 
Our reasons laid before him,) he hath cooomanded. 
To-morrow morning to the council-board 
He be convented. He*s a rank weed, sir Thomas, 
And we must root him out. From your afiairs 
I hinder you too long : good night, sir Thomas. 

Lm. Many good nights, my lord; I rest your 
servant. [Exeunt Gardiner and Page, 

As LoY EL is going out, enter the King, and the Duke 

of SVIFOLK. 

K. Hen. Charles, I will play no more to-night ; 
My mind*s not on*t, you are too hard for me. 

Suf, Sir, I did never win of you before. 

K, Hen. But little, Charles ; 
Nor shall not, when my fancy's on my play. — 
Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news ? 

Lav. I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I sent your message ; who retum*d her thanks 
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In the greatest humbleness, and d^*d your highness 
Most heartily to pray for her. 

K, Hen. What say*st thou ? ha ! 

To pray for her ? what^ is she crying out ? 

Lav. So said her woman : and that her sufferance 
made -^ ' 

Ahhost each pang a death. 

K4 Hen. Alas, good lady ! 

Suf, God safely quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Your highness with an heir ! 

K. Hen. *Tis midnight, Charles, 

Pr'ythee, to bed ; and in thy prayers remember 
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone ; 
For I must think of that, which company 
Will not be friendly to. 

Stif, 1 wish your highness 

A quiet night, and my good mistress will 
Remember in my prayers. 

K, Hen. Charles, good night.— • 

{Exit Suffolk. 

Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 

Well> sir, what follows ? 

Den. Sir, I have brought my lord the archbishop, 
As you commanded me. 

K. Hen. Ha ! Canterbury ? 

Den. Ay, my good lord. 

K. Hen. 'Tis true : Where is he, Denny.? 

Den, He attends your highness' pleasure. . . 
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K, Hen, Bring him to us. 

[^Exit Denny, 
Lffo. This is aboat that which the bishop spake 5 
I am happily come hither. [Atidc, 

Re-enter Denny with Cranmsb. 

K, Hen, Avoid the gallery. 

[Loroell seems to stay. 
Ha ! — I have said.— Be gone. 
What ! — [Exeunt Lovell and Denny, 

Cran. I am fearful :— Wherefore frowns he thus ? 
*Tis his asp6ct of terror. All's not well. 

K. Hen. How now^ my lord ? You do desire to 
know 
Wherefore I sent for you. 

Cran, It is my duty. 

To attend your highness* pleasure. 

K, Hen, 'Pray you, arise. 

My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 
Come, you and I must walk a turn together j 
I have news to tell you : Come, come, give me your 

hand. 
Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak. 
And am right sorry to repeat what follows : 
I have, and most unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord. 
Grievous complaints of you 3 which, being con* 

sider*d. 
Have roov*d us and our council, that you shall 
This morning come before us j where, I know. 
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« 

You cannot with such freedom purge yourself^ 

But that, till further trial, in those chaises 

Which will require your answer, you must take 

Your patience to you, and be well contented 

To make your house our Tower : You a brother of us. 

It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness 

Would come against you. 

Cran. I humbly thank your highness ; 

And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
Most throughly to be winnow'd, where my chafF 
And com shall fly asunder : for, I know, 
There*s none stands under more calumnious tongues. 
Than I myself, poor man ^, 

K, lien. Stand up, good Canterbury ; 

Tliy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted 
In us, thy friend : Give me thy hand, stand up ; 
Pr'ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy-dame. 
What manner of man are you ? My lord, I look*d 
You would have given me your petition, that 
I should have ta*en some pains to bring together 
Yourself and your accusers ; and to have heard you 
Without indurance, further. 

Cran, Most dread liege. 

Hie good I stand on is my truth, and honesty ; 
If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies. 
Will triumph o'er my person ; which I weigh not> 
Being of those virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be said against me. 

K, Hen, Know you not bow 

Your state stands i*the worlds with the whole world I 
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Your eoemies 

Are many, and not small ; their practices 
Must bear the same proportion : and not tvet 
The justice and the truth o*the question curies 
The due o*the verdict with it : At what ease 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To swear against you ? such things have been done. 
You are potently oppos'd ; and with a malice 
Of as great size. Ween you of better lucfc, 
I mean^ in perjur*d witness, than your master. 
Whose minister you are, whiles here he liv'd 
Upon this naughty earth ? Gro to, go to ; 
You take a precipice for no leap of danger. 
And woo your own destruction. 

Cran. God, and your majesty. 

Protect mine innocence, or I M\ into 
The trap is laid for me ! 

K. Hen. Be of good cheer; 

They shall no more prevml, than we give way to. 
Keep comfort to you ; and this morning see 
You do appear before them : if they ^lall chance. 
In charging you with matters, to conmiit you. 
The best persuasions to the contrary 
Fail not to use, and with what vehemency 
The occasion shall instruct you : if entreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them. — Look, the good man 

weeps ! 
He*s honest, on mine honour. God's blest mother ! 

VOL. IX. X 
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I swear> he is true-hearted } and a soul 

None better in my kingdom. — Get you gone. 

And do as I have bid you. — [Exit Cranmer.^ He has 

strangled 
His language in his tears« 

Enter an old Lady. 

Gent. [fft^Am.] Come back ; What mean you ? 

Lady, ril not come back ; the tid'mgs that 1 bring 
Will make my boldness manners. — Now, g^ood angels 
Ply o'er thy rojral head, and shade thy person 
Under their blessed wings ! 

K. Hen, Now, by thy looks 

I guess thy message. Is the queen delivered ? 
Say, ay ; and of a boy. 

Lady. Ay, ay, my liege ; 

And of a lovely boy : The God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her ! — 'tis a girl. 
Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this stranger; 'tis as like you. 
As cherry is to cheny. 

K. Hen. Lovell,— 

£ii/er LovELL. 

L(yo. Sir. 

K. Hen. Give her an hundred marks. I'll to the 

queen. ^ [Exit king, 

lady. An hundred marks ! By this light, 1*11 have 

more* 
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An ordinary groom is for such payment. 

I will have more, or scold it out of him. 

Said I for this, the girl is like to him ? 

I will have more^ or else unsay* t j and now 

While it is hot^ I'll put it to the issue. [ExevnU 

SCENE II. 

LMy before the Coundl-Chamber, 

Enter Cranmbr; Servants, Door-keeper, 4^« 

attemUng. 

Cran, I hope^ I am not too late; and yet the gen- 
tleman^ 
That was sent to me from the council, pray*d me 
To make great haste. All fast ? what means this ? — 

Hoa! 
Who waits there ? — Sure, you know me ? 

D. Keep. Yes, my lord y 

But yet I cannot help yon. 
Cran. Why? 

I>. Keep, Your grace must wait, till you be call'd 
for. 

Enter Doctor Butts. 

Cran. , So. 

Butts. This is a piece of malice. I am glad, 
I came this way so happily : The king 
Shall understand it presently. [Exit Butts. 

Cran. Inside.] Tis Butts, 
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The king*s physician ; As he past along^ 

How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me ! 

Pray heaven, he sound not my disgrace ! For certain. 

This is of purpose lay'd, by some that hate me, 

(God turn their hearts ! I never sought their malice,) 

To quench mine honour: they would shame to 

make me 
Wait else at door ; a fellow counsellor. 
Among boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their plea- 
sures 
Must be iulfill'd, and I attend with patience. 

Enter, at a window above, the King and Butts. 

Butts. 1*11 show your grace the strangest sight, — 

K. Hen. Whafs that. Butts ? 

Butts. I think, your highness saw this many a day. 

K. Hen, Body o'me, where is it ? 

Butts. There, my lord : 

The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury; 
Who holds his state at door, 'mongst pursuivants. 
Pages, and footboys. 

K. Hen. Ha ! Tis he, indeed : 

Is this the honour they do one another ? 
*Tis well, there's one above them yet, I had thought. 
They had parted so much hcHiesty among them, 
(At least, good manners,) as not thus to suffer 
A man of his place, and so near our favour. 
To dance attendance on their lordships' pleasures. 
And at the door too, like a post with packets. 
By holy Mary, Butts, there's knavery : 
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Let them aloae, and draw the curtain close $ 
We shall hear more anon. — 

Enier the Lord Chancellor, the Duke o/* Suffolk, Earl 
of Surrey, Lord Chamberlain, Gardiner, and 
Cromwell. Tht Chancellor places himself at 
the upper end of the table on the left hand; a seat 
being left void above him, as for the Archbishop of 
Canterbury. The rest seat themselves in order on 
each side, Cromwell at the lower end, as «e- 
cretary, 

Chan. '^ Speak to the businesf, master Secretaiy : 
Why are we met in comicil ? 

Crom. Please jrour honours. 

The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury. 

Gar. Has he had knowledge of it ? 

Crom. Yes. 

Nor. Who waits there ? 

D. Keep. Without, my noble lords ? 

Gar. Yes. 

D. Keep. My lord archbishop ; 

And has done half an hour, to know your pleasures. 

Chan. Let him come in. 

D. Keep. Your grace may enter now. 

[Cramner approaches the Council-tabk. 

Chan. My good lord archbishop, I am very sony 
To sit here at this present, and behold 
lliat chair stand empty : But we all are men. 
In our own natures frail; and capable 
Of our flesh, few are angels^ : out of which firailty. 



292 KING HENRY Vlll. 

And want of wisdom, jou, that best should teach al. 
Have misdemean*d yourself, and not a litde. 
Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching, and your chap- 

lains, 
(For so we are infbrm*d,) with new opinions* 
Divers, and dangerous ; which are heresies^ 
And, not reform*d, may prove pernicious. 

Gar. Which reformation must be sudden too. 
My noble lords : fi>r those, that tame wild horses. 
Pace them not in their hands to make them gentle ; 
But stop their noouths with stubborn bits, and spat 

them. 
Till they obey the manage. If we suffer 
(Out of our easiness, and childish pity 
To one man*s honour) this contagious sickness. 
Farewell, all physick : And what follows then ? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole state : as, of late days, our neighbours. 
The upper Germany, can dearly witness. 
Yet freshly pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the progress 
Both of my life and office, I have lalxiur^d. 
And with no little study, that my teaching. 
And the strong course of my authority, 
^ight go one way, and safely ; and the end 
Was ever, to do well : nor is diere living 
(I speak it with a single heart, my lords,) 
A man, that more detests, more stirs agdnst. 
Both in his private conscience^ and his place^ 
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Defacers of a publick peace^ than I do* 

'Pray heaven^ the king may never find a heart 

With less allegiance in Jt ! Men^ that make 

Envy^ and crooked malice, nourishment. 

Dare bite the best, I do beseech your lordships. 

That, in this case of justice, my accusers. 

Be what they will, may stand forth &ce to hce. 

And freely urge against me. 

Suf. Nay, my lord. 

That cannot be ; yon are a counsellor. 
And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. 

Gar, My lord, because we have business of more 
moment. 
We will be short with you. 'Tis his highness* 

Measure, 
And our consent, for better trial of you. 
From hence you be committed to the Tower | 
Where, being but a private man again. 
You shall know many dare accuse you boldly. 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran. Ah, my good lord of Winchester, I thank 
you. 
You are always my good friend ; if you will pass^ 
I shaU both find your lordship judge and juror. 
You are so merciful : I see your end, 
lis my undoing : Love, and meekness, lord. 
Become a churchman better than ambition 1 
Win straying souls with modesty again. 
Cast none avray. That I shall clear myself^ 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience. 
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I make as little doubt, as yon do conscience 
In doing daily wrongs. I could say more^ 
But reverence to your calling makes me modest. 

Gar, My brd, my lord, you are a sectary. 
That's the plain truth ; your painted gloss discovers. 
To men that understand you> words and weakness. 

Crom. My lord of Winchester, you are a little. 
By your good favour, too sharp ^ men so noble^ 
However faulty, yet should find respect 
For what they have been : *tis a cruelty. 
To load a Mling man. 

Gar, Good master Secretary, 

I ciy your honour mercy ; you may, worst 
Of all this table^ say so. 

Crom, Why, my lord ? 

Gar, Do not I know you for a fevourer 
Of this new sect } ye are not sound. 

Crom, Not sound ? 

Gar. Not sound, I say. 

Crom, 'Would you were half so hone«t ! 

Men's prayers then would seek you, not their fean. 

Gar, 1 shall remember this bold language. 

Crom, Do. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Chan, This is too much ; 

Forbear, for shame, ray lords. 

Gar, I have done. 

Crom, And I- 

Chan. Then thus for you, my lord, — ^It stands 
agreed^ 
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I take it^ by all voices, that forthwith 
You be conve/'d to the Tower a prisoner 5 
There to remain, till the king's further pleasure 
Be known unto us : Are you all agreed, lords ? 

AIL We are. 

Cran, Is there no other way of mercy. 

But I must needs to the Tower, my lords ? 

Gar. What other 

Would you expect ? You are strangely troublesome. 
Let some o'the guard be ready there. 

Enter Guard. 

Cran. For me ? 

Must I go like a traitor thither ? 

Gar, Receive him. 

And see him safe i'the Tower. 

Cran. Stay, good my lords, 

I have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords -, 
By virtue of that ring, I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a most noble judge, the king my master. 

Cham. This is the king*s ring. 

Sur. 'Tis no counterfeit. 

Suf. 'Tis the right ring, by heaven : I told ye all. 
When we first put this dangerous stone a rolling, 
*Twould £a\l upon ourselves. 

Nor. Do you think, my lords. 

The kmg will suffer but*the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd? 

Ckam. Tis now too certain : 
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How much more is his life in value with him? 
'Would I were fairly out on't. 

Cram. Mj mind gave me. 

In seeking tales, and informations. 
Against this man, (whose honesty the devil 
And his disciples only envy at,) 
Ye blew the fire that burns ye : Now have at ye. 

Enter King,frototang on them ; takes his seat. 

Gar, Dread sovereign, how much are we bound to 
heaven 
In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince ; 
Not only good and wise, but most religious : 
One that, in all obedience, makes the church 
The chief aim of his honour ; and, to strengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear respect, 
)iis royal self in judgment comes to hear 
The cause betwixt her and this great oflEender. 
K. Hen. You were ever good at sudden com- 
mendations. 
Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such flattery now, and in my presence ; 
They are too thin and base to hide offences. 
To me you cannot reach, you play the spaniel. 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win me ; 
But, whatsoe'er thou tak*st me for, I am sure. 
Thou hast a cruel nature, and a bloody. — 
Good man, [To Cranmer.^ sit down. Now let me see 

the proudest 
He, that dares moftt, but wag his finger at th^ : 
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By all that's holj, he had better starve. 

Than but once think his place becomes thee not. 

Sur. May it please your grace^ — 

K, Hen, No> sir, it does not please me. 

I had thought, I had had men of some understanding 
And wisdom, of my council ; but I find none. 
Was it discretion, lords, to let this man. 
This good man, (few of you deserve that title,) 
This honest man, wait like a lowsy footboy 
At chamber door ? and one as great as you are ? 
Why, what a shame was this ? Did my commission 
Bid ye so far forget yourselves ? I gave ye 
Power as he was a counsellor to try him. 
Not as a groom ; There's some of ye, I see. 
More out of malice than integrity. 
Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean ; 
Which ye shall never have, while I live. 

Chan, Thas far. 

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excuse all. What was purpos'd. 
Concerning his imprisonment, was rather 
(If there be faith in men,) meant for his trial. 
And fair purgation to the world, than malice ; 
I am sure, in me. 

K. Hai, Well, well, my lords, respect him ; 

Take him, and use him well, he*s worthy of it. 
I will say thus much for him. If a prince 
May be beholden to a subject, I 
Am, for his love and service^ so to him. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him; 
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Be friends, for shame, my lords.— Mj lord of Can- 
terbury, 
I have a suit which you must not deny me ; 
That is^ a fair young maid that yet wants baptism^ 
You must be godfather, and answer for her. 

Cran, The greatest monarch now alive may glory 
In such an honour j How may I deserve it. 
That am a poor and humble subject to you? 
K. Hen. Come, come, my lord, you*d spare your 
spoons ^^; you shall have 
Two noble partners with you 3 the old duchess of 

Norfolk, 
And lady marquis Dorset; Will these please you? 
Once more, my lord of Winchester, I charge you. 
Embrace, and love this man. 

Gar, With a true heart. 

And brother-love, I do it. 

> Cran» And let heaven 

Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation. 
fC, Hen, Good man, those joyfid tears show tbjr 
true heart. 
The common voice, J see, is verify'd 
Of thee^ which says thus. Do my lord of Canterbury 
A shrewd turn, and he is your friend for «jcr.— 
Come, lords, we trifie time away ; I long . 
To have this young one made a christian. 
As I have made ye one, lords, one remain ; 
So I grow stronger, you more honour gain. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 

The Palace Yard. 

Noise and tumult within : Enter Porter ^ and his Man, 

Port. You'll leave your noise anon, ye rascals : 
Do you take the court for Paris-garden** ? ye rude 
slaves, leave your gaping. 

^Within.'] Good master porter^ I belong to the 
larder. 

Port, Belong to the gallows, and be hang*d> you 
rogue : Is this a place to roar in ? — Fetch me a dozen 
crab-tree staves, and strong ones; these are but 
switches to them. — 1*11 scratch your heads : You must 
be seeing christenings ? Do you look for ale and cakes 
here, you rude rascals ? 

Man, Pray, sir, be patient; *tis as much im- 
possible 
(Unless we sweep them from the door with cannons,) 
To scatter them, as 'tis to make them sleep 
On May-day morning ; which will never be : 
We may as well push against Paul's, as stir them. 

Port, How got they in, and be hang'd? 

Man, Alas, I know not } Ho;Kr gets the tide in ? 
As much as one sound cudgel of four foot 
(You see the poor remainder) could distribute^ 
I made no spare, sir. 

Port, You did nothing, sir. 

Man, I am not Samson> nor sir Guy., nor Col« 
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brand ^S to mow them down before me : but> if I 
spared any, that had a head to hit, either joung or 
old, he or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker, let me 
never hope to see a chine again i and that I would not 
for a cow, God save her. 

[JViihm.'] Do you hear, master Porter? 

Port. I shall be with you presently, good master 
puppy. — Keep the door dose, sirrah. 

Man. What would you have me do ? 

Port» What should you do, but knock them down 
by the dozens ? Is this Moorfields to muster in ? or 
have we some strange Indian with the g^reat tool come 
to court, the women so besiege us ? Bless me, what 
a ^ of fornication is at door ! On my christian con- 
science, this one christening will beget a thousand; 
here will be £ither, godfather, and all together. 

Man, The spoons will be the bigger, sir. There 
is a fellow somewhat near the door, he ^ould be a 
brazier by his face^, for, o*my conscience, twenty 
of the dog-days now reign in*s' nose j all that stand 
about him are under the line, they need no other 
penance : That fire-drake did I hit three times on the 
head, and three times was his nose dischaig'd against 
me ; he stands there, like a mortar-piece, to blow us. 
There was a haberdasher's wife of small wit near him> 
that raird upon me till her pink*d porringer fell off her 
head, for kindling such a combustion in the state. I 
miss*d the meteor once, and hit that woman, who 
cry*d out, ciubs ! when I might see from &r some 
forty truncheoneers draw to her succour, which were 
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the hope of the Stnmd, where she was quartered. 
They fell on ; I made good my placej at length they 
came to the broomstafF with me^ I defy'd them still ; 
when suddenly a file of boys behind them> loose shot, 
deliver'd such a shower of pebbles, that I was h\n 
to draw mine honour in> and let them win the work : 
The devil was amongst them, I think, surely. 

Port. These are the youths that thunder at a play- 
house, and fight for bitten apples j that no audience, 
but the Tribulation of Tower-hill, or the limbs of 
Limehouse^, their dear brothers, are aUe to endure. 
I have some of them in Limbo Pairum, and there 
they are like to dance these three days ; besides the 
running banquet of two beadles, that is to come. 

. Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cfutm. Mercy o*me, what a multitude are here ! 
They grow still too, from all parts they are coming. 
As if we kept a fair here ! Where are these porters. 
These lazy knaves? — Ye have made a fine hand, 

fellows. 
There's a trim rabble let in : Are all these 
Your feithful friends o*the suburbs ? We shall have 
Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladies. 
When they pass back from the christening. 

Port. An*t please your honour 

We are but men ; and what so many may do. 
Not being torn a pieces, we have done : 
An army cannot rule them. 

Cham. As I live. 
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If the king blame me fbr*tj I'll lay ye all 
By the heels> and suddenly ; and on your heads 
Clap round fines, for neglect : You are lazy knayesj 
^d here ye lie baiting of bumbards^^ when 
Ye should do senrice. Hark> the trumpets sound ; 
They are come already from the christening : 
Gro, break among the preas^ and find a way out 
To let the troop pass fidrly ; or 1*11 find 
A Marshalsea, shall hold you play these two months. 
Port. Make way there for the princess « 
Man. Tou great fellow^ stand close up, or 1*11 make 
your head ake. 

Port. You i*the camlet, get up o*tfae rail ; I*U pick 
you o*er the pales else* 

• 
SCENE IV. 

The Palace. 

Enter Trumpets, sounding ; then two Aldermen, Lord 
Mayor, Garter, Cbakmer, Du^ o/^ Norfolk, 
xvith his marshal's staff, Duke of Suffolk, two 
Noblemen bearing great standing^bowls for the 
christening gifts; then four Noblemen bearing a 
canopy, under toAich the Duchess of Norfolk, 
godmother, bearing the child richly habited m a 
mantle, ^c. Train borne by a Lady : then foUaws 
the Marchioness of Dorset, the other godmother, 
and latUes. The troop pass once about the stage, ond 
Garter speaks. 
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Gart. Heaven, firom thy endless goodness, send 
t>rospenius life^ long, and ever happy, to the high and 
mighty princess of England, Elizabeth ! 

FlovrUh. Enter King, and Train. 

Cran, iKneeling*] And to yoor royal grace, and 
the good queen. 
My noble partners, and myself, thus pray $ — 
All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady. 
Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy. 
May hourly fell upon ye! 

K. Hen. Thank you, good lord archbishop : 

What is her name ? 

Cran. Elisabith. 

K, Hen. Stand up, lord. — 

[The King kisiea the child. 
With this kiss take my blessing : God protect thee ! 
Into whose hand I give thy life. 

Cran, Amen. 

K. Hen. My noble gossips, ye have been too pro* 
digal: 
I thank ye heartily ) so shall this lady. 
When she has so much English. 

Cran. Let me speak, sir. 

For Heaven now bids me ; and tlie words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they'll find them truth. 
This royal in£int, (heaven still move about her !) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 

VOL. IX. t 
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Which time shall bring to ripeness : She shall be 

(But few now living can behold that goodness^) 

A pattern to all princes living with her. 

And all that shall succeed : Sheba was never 

More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue. 

Than this pure soul shall be : all princely graces. 

That mould up such a mighty piece as this is. 

With all the virtues that attend the good. 

Shall still be doubled on her : truth shall nurse her. 

Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her .* 

She shall be lov'd, and fear*d : Her own shall bless 

herj 
Her foes shake like a field of beaten com. 
And hang their heads with sorrow: Good gro\is 

with her : 
In her days, every man shall eat in safety 
Under his own vine, what he plants ; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to aU his neighbours : 
God shall be truly known -, and those about her 
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour. 
And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. 
[Nor shall this peace sleep with her : fiut as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phcEnix^ 
Her ashes new create another heir. 
As great in admiration as herself; 
So shall she leave her blessedness to one, 
(When heaven sliall call her from this cloud of 

darkness,) 
Who, from the sacred ashes of her honour. 
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Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was. 

And sa stand fix*d : Peace, plenty, love, truth, terror. 

That were the servants to his chosen infant. 

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him ) 

Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine. 

His honour and the greatness of his name 

Shall be, and make new nations : He shall flourish. 

And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 

To all the plains about him:-»— Our children's 

children 
Shall see this, and bless heaven. 

K, Hen, lliou speakest wonders. 

Cran. She shall be, to the happiness of England, 
An aged princess ', many days shall see her. 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
'Would 1 had known no more ! but she must die. 
She must, the saints must have her ; yet a virgin, 
A most unspotted lily shall she pass 
To the ground, and all the world shall mourn her. 

K, Hen, O lord archbishop. 
Thou hast made ma now a man ; never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing : 
This oracle of comfort has so pleased me. 
That, when I am in heaven, I shall desire 
To see what this child does, and praise my Maker.— 
I thank ye all, — To you, my good lord mayor. 
And your good brethren, I am much beholden ; 
1 have receiv'd much honour by your presence. 
And ye shall find me thankful. Lead the way, 
lords J — 
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Ye must all see the^que^i, and she most thank ye. 
She will be sick else. This day, no man think 
He has business at his house ; for all shall stay. 
This little one shall make it holiday. 

[Examt. 
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EPILOGUE. 

*TIS ten to one^ this play can never please 
All that are here : Some come to take their ease, 
And sleep an act or two ; but those^ we fear. 
We have frighted with oar trumpets ; so» 'tis clear. 
They*!! say, *tis naught : others, to hear th% city 
Abus'd extremely, and to ciy, — ihat*s witty ! 
Which we liave not done neitlier : that, I fear. 
All the expected good we are like to liear 
For this play at this time, is only in 
The merciful construction of good women } 
For such a one we show*d them^^ i If they smile. 
And say, 'twill do, I know, within a while 
All the best men are ours ; for *tis ill liap. 
If they hold, when their ladies bid them clap. 
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.7ir' opinion that we bring 



To make that only trae we now intend/] These lines 
I do not understand^ and suspect them of corruption. 
I beh'eve we may better read thus : 

th* opinion, that we bring 

Or make;, that only truth we now intend, 

JOHNSON. 

* Think ye see 

The very persons of our noble ttory,"] Why the 
rhyme should have been interrupted here, when it 
was so easily to be supplied, I cannot conceive. It 
can only be accounted for from the negligence of the 
press, or the transcribers; and therefore J have made 
no scruple to replace it thus; 

7 hink before ye. Theobald. 

* — a fresh admirer — ] Fresh here means uncloyed: 
a fresh admirer is one who still continues his admira- 
tion. 

* —clinquant — ] Shining. The word, in French, 
signifies tinsel. 
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* That Bevis was believed.'] Vide Camden's Britan- 
lua. This Bevis, a Saxon, was created earl of Soutk- 
ampton by William the Conqueror. 

* a keech— ] Keech signifies both a tub, or 
barrel, and a lump. A moulded cake of wax, or 
tallow, IS called a keech. 

'* II ' E very man. 
After the hideous storm that followed, &c.] '' MoO" 
day, xviii. day of June, there blew such storms of 
wind and weather, that marvel was to hear; for 
which hideous tempest some said it was a very pro- 
gnostication of trouble and hatred to come between 
princes." Hairs Chronicle. 

* This butcher's cur — ] It was the received opinion 
that Wolsey was the son of a butcher ^ and when be 
was tumbled firom his proud eminence, and men no 
longer feared his power, they spared not to call him 
the bufcher*s cur, and the butcher*s dog. But this no* 
tion, I believe, was a wrong one. His 6ther seems 
to have been a private gentleman. 

^ I am the shadow of poor Buckingham^ 
Whose ^figure even this instant cloud puts on. 
By darkening my clear sun* ] These lines hav( 
passed all the editors. Does the reader understand 
them? By me they are inexplicable, and must be 
left, I fear, to some happier sagaci^. If the usage 
of our author's time could allow^gure to be taken, as 
now, for dignity or importance, we might read, 
Whosejigure even this instant cloud puts out. 
But I cannot please myself with any conjecture. 
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Another explanation may be given, somewhat 
harsh^ but the best that occurs to me. 
I am the shadow of poor Buckingham, 
Whose Jigure even this instant cloud puts on, 
whose port and dignity is assumed by thb cardinal, 
that overclouds and oppresses me, and who gains my 
place 

By dark'ning my clear sun. Johnson. 

*** l op, bark, and part o* the timber;'] Lop sig^ 

nifies the branches of a tree. The word is still used 
in leases, &c. '' All timber trees, lop and top,** 

" Sir miHam Bhmer, ] Sir William Blomer 

(Holinshed calls him BulmerJ was reprimanded by 
the king in the star-chamber, for that, being his 
sworn servant, he had left the king's service for the 
duke of Buckingham's. Edwards* s MSS, 

STEEVENS. 

i« ■ the spavin 

A springhalts-'^'] Mr. Steevens and Mr. Malone 
cannot understand, they say, why Mr. Pope and the 
subsequent editors read, and springhalt, Wotdd it 
be wrong to say, a man has a cold and cough? A 
horse may have a spavin without a springhalt, or a 
springhalt without a spavin: either of which will 
make him lame. The springhalt is frequently the 
efiect of spavin, as cough is of cold ; but they are 
difierent disorders. Shakspeare was expert in horses 
and dogs ; he knew that many a slight blood-horse 
has the springhalt who was never spavin'd, Spaviu 
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AND springhalt is sense; spavin a springhalt is non- 
sense. 

^ —^Chambers — ] Chambers are very small guns, 
used only on occasions of rejoicing. They are so 
contrived as to carry great charges, and thereby to 
make a noise more than proportioned to their size. 
Some of them are still fired in the Park, and at the 
places opposite to the parliament-house, when the 
king goes thither. Camden enumerates them among 
other guns, as follows, — ' cannons, demi-cannons, 
chambers, arquebuse, musquet.' steevens. 

'* You have found him, cardinal] Holtnshed says 
the cardinal mistook, and pitched upon sir Edward 
Neville; upon which the king laughed, and pulled 
off both his own mask and sir Edward's. Edtoardit 

MSS, STEEVENS. 

" You few, that lov*d me, &c.] These lines are 

remarkably tender and pathetick. j o ii x s o n • 

w p oor Edward Bohun:] The duke of Buck- 

ingham's name was Stafford. Shakspeare was led 
into the mistake by Holinshed. 
'^ h ave great care 

I be not found a talker.'] I take the meaning to 
be, " Let care be taken that my promise be perform- 
ed, that my professions of welcome be not found 
empty talk.'* j o h n s o k. 

" ''-'^our best having.] That is, our best possession^ 
*• — ^oiir soft cheveril conscience — ] A cheverU 
conscience, is a conscience that will yield or stretch > 
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a conscience made of kid-skin. French^ chevreau, 
a kid. 

** is it bitter? forty pence, no.] Mr. Rode* 

rickj in his appendix to £dwards's book^ proposes to 
read, 

-for two pence. 

Forty pence was in those days the proverbial expres- 
sion of a small wager. Money was then reckoned 
by pounds, marks, and nobles. Forty pence is half a 
noble, or the sixth part of a poimd. Forty pence, or 
three and four pence, still remains in many offices the 
legal and established fee. 

•* sennet,] I know not the meaning of this 

word, which is in all the editions, except that Han- 
mer, not understanding it, has left it out. 

JOHNSON. 

Dr. Bumey, to whom the world is under great ob- 
ligations on the subject of musick, undertook to trace 
the etymology, and discover the certain meaning of 
this word, but without success. The following con- 
jecture of his should not, however, be withheld from 
the public. 

Senni ou sennie, de TAllemand sen, qui signiiie as- 
semblee. Diet, de vieux Langage. 

Senne assembke a son de cloche. Menage, 
Perhaps, therefore, says he, sennet may mean a flou- 
rish for the purpose of assembling chiefs, or appriz- 
ing the people of their approach. 

I believe Dr. Bumey is right in supposing sennet to 
signify a flourish. Mr. Malone quotes Florio*s dic« 
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tionaiy to prove that th6 Italian word sonata had fbf- 
merly no other meaning. Sennet, therefore^ in the 
directions^ should he placed before trumpets* 

•* pillars;] Pillars were some of the ensigns 

of dignity carried before cardinals. Sir Thomas 
More> when he was speaker to the commons^ advis- 
ed them to admit Wolsey into the honse with hit 
maces and his pillars. Mart's Life of Sir T, More. 

JOHNSOir. 

^ hulling—] For a ship to hull, is when all 

her mast and rigging are carried away^ and she drives 
without government^ or assistance from her saillB. 

^ I am wife m J That is> if you come to examine 
the title by which I am the king's tafe; or> if yoa 
come to know how I have behaved as a wife. The 
meanings whatever it be, is so coarsely and unskil- 
fully expressed, that the latter editors have liked non- 
sense better, and, contrarily to the antient and only 
eopy, have published. 

And that toat/ 1 am vnfe in, johkson. 

^ And hedges, his own iimi^.— — ] To hedge, is to 
creep along by the hedge : not to take the direct and 
open path^ but to steal covertly through circumvolu- 
tions. JOHNSON. 

*^ Enter the king, reading a schedule;'] That the car- 
dinal gave the king an inventory of his own private 
wealth, by mistake, and thereby ruined himself, is a 
known variation from the truth of history. Shaks- 
peare, however, has not injudiciously represented the 
fall of that great man, as owing to an incident which 
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he had once improved to the destruction of another. 
See Holinshed; vol. ii. p. 79^ and 10(1 . 

** Thomas Ruthall^ bishop of Durham, was, after 
" the death of king Henry VII. one of the privy 
'' council to Henry VIII. to whom the king gave in 
** charge to write a book of the whole estate of the 
** kingdom, &c. Afterwards, the king commanded 
** cardinal Wolsey to go to this bishop, and to bring 
** the book away with him. — This bishop having 
" written two books (the one to answer the king's 
" command, and the other intreating of his own pri- 
" vate affairs), did bind them both after one sort in 
vellum, &c. Now, when the cardinal came to de- 
* mand the book due to the king, the bishop unadvis- 
edly commanded his servant to bring him the l)ook 
bound in white vellum, lying in his study, in such 
a place. The servant accordingly brought forth 
*' one of the l)ooks so bound, l)eing the book intreat- 
^* ing of the state of the bishop, &c. The cardinal 
' having the book, went from the bishop, and after 
(in his study by himself) understanding the contents 
thereof, he greatly rejoiced, having now occasion 
(which he long sought for) offered unto him, to 
** bring the bishop into the king*s disgrace. 

" Wherefore he went forthwith to the king, deli- 
*^ vered the book into his hands, and Inriefly informed 
him of the contents thereof 5 putting further into 
the king's head, that if at any time he were destitute 
** of a mass of money, he should not need to seek fur- 
ther therefpre than to the coffers of the bishop^ 
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*' Of all which when the bishop had intelligence^ &C. 

** he was stricken with such grief of the same^ that 

*' he shortly, through extreme sorrow, ended his life 
at London, in the year of Christ 1523. After 
which, the cardinal, who had long before gaped 
after his bishoprick, in singular hope to attain there* 

" unto, had now his wish in efiect^ &c.** 

STEEVEVS. 

^ the sacring hell,--'] The little bell, which is 

ning to give notice of the ho$t approaching when it 
is carried in procession, as also in other offices of 
the Romish church, is called the sacring, or coii«e- 
cration bell ; from the French word, sacrer, 

THEOBALD. 

•^ a tomb of orphans* tears wept on *em /] The 

chancellor is the general guardian of orphans. A 
tomb of tears is very harsh. j o h n s o k. 

» cherish those hearts that hate thee:] Though 

this be good divinity ; and an admirable precept for 
our conduct in private life ; it was never calculated or 
designed for the magistrate or public minister. Nor 
could this be the direction of a man experienced in 
affairs to his pupil. It would make a good christian, 
but a very ill and very unjust statesman. And we 
have nothing so infamous in tradition, as the supposed 
advice given to one of our kings, to cherish his enemies, 
and be in no pain for his friends, I am of opinion th« 
poet wrote, 

cherish those hearts that wait thee; 

i. e, thy dependants. For the contrary practice had 
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contributed to Wolsey's ruin. He was not careful 
enough in making dependants by his bounty^ while 
intent in amassing wealth to himself. The following 
line seems to confirm this correction. 

Corruption wins not more than honesty, 
i. e. You will never find men won over to your tem- 
porary occasions by bribery so usefid to you as friends 
made by a just and generous munificence. 

WARBURTON. 

I am unwilling wantonly to contradict so ingenious 
a remark, but that the reader may not be misled^ and 
believe the emendation proposed to be absolutely ne- 
cessary, he should remember that this is not a time for 
Wolsey to speak only as a statesman, but as a christ^ 
ion: Shakspeare would have debased the character, 
just when he was employing his strongest efforts to 
raise it, had he drawn it otherwise. Nothing makes 
the hour of disgrace more irksome, than the reflec- 
tion, that we have been deaf to offers of reconciliation, 
and continued those our enemies, whom we might 
have converted into friends. ste evens. 

** Had I hut served my God wth half the zeal 
I serv'd my ^ing,] This sentence, it is said, was 
really uttered by Wolsey. 

^* Scene ir.] This scene is above any other part 
of Shakspeare*s tragedies, and, perhaps, above any 
scene of any other poet, tender and pathetick, with- 
out gods, or furies, or poisons, or precipices, without 
the help of romantick circumstances, without impro- 
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bable sallies of poetical lamentation^ and without aojr 
throes of tumultuous misery. j o a n so n. 

'* Of an unbounded stomachy] Stomach here sigoi- 
fies pride or haughtiness, 

^ solemnly tripping one after onof Aer,] This whim- 
sical stage-direction is exactly copied firom the folio. 

STERVENS. 

^ Not for delights;'] Gardiner himself is not much 
delighted. The delight at which he hints seems to be 
the king's diversion, which ke^s him in attendance, 

JOHNSOK. 

'* at Primero— ] Primero and primavista, two 

games at cards, H. I. Primera Primavista. La Pri" 
ndere, 6. Prime> f. Prime veue* Primmn^ et primum 
vismn, that is, first, and first seen : because he that can 
riiew such an order of cards first, wins the game. 
Minshieu*s Guide into Tongues, col. 575, grby. 

^ Have broken vith the king;] They have broken 
sHence; told their minds to the king. johnson. 

^^ Than I myself, poor man.] Poor man probably 
belongs to the kmg's reply. johnsov. 

^ Speak to the- business, — ] This lord chancellor, 
though a character, has hitherto had no place in the 
Dramatis Fersome, In the last scene of the fiourth 
act, we heard that sir Thomas More was appointed 
lord chancellor : but it is not he, whom the poet here 
mtroduces. Wolsey, by command, delivered up the 
seals on the 18th of November, 1529 ; on the 25th of 
the same month, they were delivered to sir Thomas 
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Mare, who surrendersd them on the lOth of May, 
1532. Now the oonduiion of thU scene taking no« 
tioe of queen Elizabeth's birth (which brings it down 
to the year 1534)« sir Thomas Audlie mtist necessarily 
be oar pbet*s chancellory who succeeded sir Thomas 
More, and held the scab many years, tbeobald. 

*• "— and cofMiMtf 

Of ourjlesh, few are angels: — ] If tUs passage 
means any thing, it may mean, frw are perfect, wkiie 
thof remaim tn their mortal capacUf. stib vyvs, * 

^ ' y ou'd spare your spoons.] It was the costomj 
long before the time of Shakspeare, for the sponsors 
at christenings, to ofier giii spofms as a present to the 
chikL These spoons were called (jostle spoons, be* 
cause the figures of the apostles were carved on the 
tops a( the handles. Such as were at once opulent 
and generous, gave the whole twelve; those who 
were either todxe moderately rich or liberalj escaped 
at the expenoe of the four evangelists^ or even some^ 
Umea contented themselves with presenting ope qpoon 
cNodyi which exhibited the figure of any saint, in ho-r 
BOOT of whom the child leoeived its name. 

Ben Jonson, in his Bartkt^omew Fair, Bientiosis 
spoons of this kind |-^'' and all this for the hq)e of a 
*' couple o£ apostle spooms, and a cup to eat oaudle in." 

60 in Middleten's comedy of J ekaste Maid tii 
Ciet^uide, iG20, 

<' What has he given her ?-^wbat is it, gqssipl 
^' A hm high standing cup, and two great 

VOIm ix» z 
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" *Postle spoons, one of them gilt 

'* Sure that was Judas with the red beard.*' 

8TEEVEN8. 

** —Paris-garden ?] The bear-garden of the timer 

^^ sir Gyy, nor Colbrand^] Colbrand was the Danish 
giant vanquished at Winchester by Guy earl of War- 
wick. For an account of this battle^ see Drajtoa's 
PofyoUnon, 

^ he shouid be a brasier by his face ;] A brader sig- 
nifies a man that manufiictures brass, and a mass oi 
metal occasionally heated to convey warmth. Both 
these senses are here understood. Johnson. 

^ ^A« Tribulation ^roiPer-Ai7/, or ^Ae limbs ^LtMe- 
housej] I suspect the Tribulation to have been a puri- 
tanical meeting-house. The limbs of Limehouse, I do 
not understand. j o h n s o n. 

Limehouse was before the time of Shakspeare/ and 
has continued to be ever since, the residence of those 
who furnish stores, as sails^ &c. for shipping. A 
great number of foreigners having been constantly em- 
ployed in these manu&ctures (many of which were 
introduced froni other countries), they assembled them- 
selves under their several pastors, and a number of 
places of different worship were built in consequence 
of their respective associations. As they clashed in 
principles, they had firequent quarrels, and the place 
has ever since been famous for the variety of its sects, 
and the turbulence of its inhabitants. It is not im- 
probable that Shakspeare wrote— fAe lambs of Lime' 

house, STBEVKNS. 
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■♦• b aiting of bumbards^] A bumbard is an ale* 

barrel; to bait bumbardt is to tipple, to lie at the spigot. 

JOHNSON. 

^ For such a one we shexc'd them.] In the character 
of Catharine. 

Though it is very difficult to decide whether short 
pieces be genuine or spurious, yet I cannot restrain 
myself from expressing my suspicion that neither the 
prologue nor epilogue to this play is the work of 
Shakspeare; rum xntltus, non color. It appears to me 
very likely that they were supplied by the friendship 
or officiousness of Jonson, whose manner they will be 
perhaps found exactly to resemble. There is yet an- 
other supposition possible : the prologue and epilogue 
may have been written after Shakspeare*s departure 
from the stage, upon some accidental revisal of the 
play, and there will then be reason for imagining that 
the writer, whoever he was, intended no great kind- 
ness to him^ this play being recommended by a subtle 
and covert censure of his other works. There is in 
Shakspeare so much of fool andjight, 
the fellow 
In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow, 
appears so often in his drama, that I think it not very 
likely that he would have animadverted so severely on 
himself. All this, however, must be received as veiy 
dubious, since yre know not the exact date of this or 

« 

the other plays, and cannot teU how our author might 
have changed his practice or opinions, jo h n so w . 
In support of Dr. Johnson's opinion^ I cannot re- 
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fiain from quoting the following lines from old Ben't 
prologue to his Every Man in ku Humour. 
To make a child now swaddled , to proceed 
Man, and then shoot up, in one heard and xoeed 
Fast threescore years: or with three rusty swords. 
And help of some few foot and hd^^foot words. 
Fight over York and Lancaster's long tears. 
And in the tyring'house, &c. stsevens. 

The historical dramas are now concluded^ of which 
the two parts of Henry the Fourth, and Henry the 
Fifth, are among the happiest of our author's compou* 
tions j and King John, Richard the Third, and Henry 
the Eighth, deservedly stand in the second class. Those 
whose curiosity would refer the historical scenes to 
their original^ may consult Holinshed, and sometimes 
Hall : from Holinshed Shakspeare has often inserted 
whole speeches with no more alteration than was ne- 
cessary to the numben of his verse. To transcribe 
them into the margin was unnecessary^ because the 
original is easily examined, and they are seldom less 
perspicuous in the poet than in the historian. 

To play histories, or to exhibit a succession of events 
by action and dialogue, was a common entertainment 
am<xig our rude ancestors upon great festivities. The 
parish clerks bnce performed at Cleikenwell a play 
which lasted three days, contaming. The History ff 
the World, johnsok. 
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REMARKS 

OM' 

THB PLOT, THfi FABLE^ AN]> eONSTRUCTIOM 

or 

TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 



This playi» more correctly written than most of 
Sliakspeare's compositioasy but it is not one of those 
in which either the extent of his views or elevation of 
his fkncy is fully displayed. As the story abounded 
with materials, he has exerted little invention ; but 
he has diversified his characters with great variety, 
and preserved them with great exactness. His vici* 
ous characters disgust, but cannot corrupt, for both 
Ciessida and Pandarus are detested and contemned. 
The comick characters seem to have been the fii- 
vourites of the writer $ they are of the superficial 
kind, and exhibit more of mannere than nature i but 
they are copiously filled and powerfully impressed. 
Shakspeare has in his stoiy followed, for the greater 
part, the old book of Caxfeon, which was then very 
popular; but the character of Thersites, of which 
it makes no mention, is a proof that this play was 
written afber Chapman had published his version of 
Bmner. jofiNsoir. 

Mir. P6pe (after Dryden) infinniB ua, that the stmy 
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of Troilw and Cresdda was originally the work of one 
Lollius^ a Lombard. Dryden goes yet farther; he 
declares it to have been written in Latin verse^ and 
that Chauoer translated it LoUius was' a historio- 
grapher of Urbino in Italy. Shakspeare received the 
greatest part of his materials for the structure of this 
play from the Troye Boke of Lydgate. Lydgate was 
not much more than a translator of Guido of Colomp- 
na^ who was of Messina in Sicily^ and wrote his HU' 
ton/ of Troy in Ladn^ after Dictys Cretensis^ 1287* 
Guido's work was published at Cologne in 1477> 
again in 1480, at Strasburgh I486, and ibidem, 1489. 
This work appears to have been translated by Raoal 
le Feure, at Ck>logne, into French, from whom Caxtoo 
rendered it into English in 1471> under the title of 
his Recwfel, &c. so that there must have beenjrct 
some earlier edition of Guido*s performance than I 
have hitherto seen or heard of, unless his first trans* 
lator had recourse to a manuscript. 

Guido of Columpna is referred to as an authority by 
our own chronider Graflon. Chaucer had made the 
loves of Troilus and Cressida famous, which very pro- 
bably might have been Shakspeare*s inducement to try 
their fortune on the stage.<r— »Lydgate*s Troye Boke 
was printed by Pynson, 1513, stbevens. 

Before this play of Troiltts and Cressida, printed in 
1609, is a bookseller's preface, shewing that first im*' 
pression to have been befpre the play had been acted, 
and that it was published without Shakspeare's know^ 
ledge, from a copy that had fiillep into th^ bookseller'i 
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hands. Mr. Diyden thinks this one of the first of oar 
author's plays : but/ on the contraiy« it may be judg^ 
from the fbre-mentiobed pre&ce that it was one of his 
last 3 and the great number of observations^ both 
moral and politick^ with which this piece is crowded 
more than any other of his, seems to confirm my 
opinion. popk. 

We may learn from this preface, that the original 
proprietors of Shakspeare*s plays thought it their 
interest to keep them unprinted. The author of it 
adds> at the conclusion, these words: '' Thank for- 
** tune for the *scape it hath made among you, since, 
'* by the grand possessors wills, I believe you should 
*' rather have prayed fosr them, than have been pray- 
'' ed," &c. By the grand postessorsy I suppose, were 
pieant, Heming and ContkU. st e e v u n s . 



PROLOGUE. 

lis TroQr^ ibera lies Ijbe floepie. Fiom i^les of <^iceqe 

The princes oi;gu)oas^ their i^h blood cbaTd^ 

Have tp the port of Athens sent their ships 

Fraught iwith the oiiiusters and instromeptSj 

Of orud war: SiKt74od nine, that ware 

Their crownets regale from the Athenian jbay 

Put forlji tpward Phiygia: and theiir y/ow is ro^i^f 

To Jcaniiadc Trof; within whose strong inunures 

The iravish'd Helen> Menelaus' quee»^ 

Wilb wmton Paris sleeps; And that's Ijhe quaneL 

To Teoedos they jcome; 

And the deep-drawing barks do tfa^ns disgorge 

Their warlike fraughtage : Now on Dardan plains 

The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 

Their brave pavilions: Priam's six-gated city, 

Dardan^ and Tymbria^ Hias^ ChetaK, Trojan^ 

And Antenorides^ with massy staples^ 

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts^ 

Sperr up the sons of Troy. 

Now expectation^ tickling skittish spirits. 

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard: — And hither am I come 

A prologue arm'd ^«— but not in confidence 

Of author's pen, or actor's voice; but suited 

In like conditions as our alignment, — 

To tell you^ &ir beholders^ that our play 
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Leaps o*er the vaunt* and firstlings of those broils, 
'Ginning in the middle; starting thence away 
To what may be digested in a play. 
Like^ or find fault; do as your pleasures are; 
Now good> or bad, 'tis but the chanoe of war. 



Persons Represented* 



LiAM> KmgofJ 

BCTOR, V 

10ILUS> # 

.RI8, > 

SIPHOBUS^ % 

SLENUSj J 



PaiAM> King of Troy: 

Hector> 

Tro: 

Paris^ V his Sons. 

Db: 

Hel: 

f"""^'- \ Trof an Commanders. 

Calchas^ a Trqfan Priest, taking part wUh theGreeks, 
Pakdarus, (^itci!r ^o Cressida. 
Maroarelon, a bastard Son of Priam. 

Agamemnon^ the Grecian General. 
Mevelau8> his Brother. 
Achilles^ 

A/AX» 

T^T * V Grecian Commanders. 

Nestor^ 

DlOMEDES^ 

Patroclus, 
Thersites^ a deformed and scurrilous Grecian, 
Alexander^ Servant to Cressida. 
Servant to Troilus; Servant to Paris; Servant to Dio* 
medes. 

Helen> Wife to Menelaus. 
Andromache^ Wife to Hector. 
Cassandra^ Daughter to Priam; a Prophetess. 
Cressida^ Daughter to Cakhas. 

Trojan and Greek Soldiers, and Attendants. 
SCENE, Troy, and the Grecian Camp before U. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Troy. Before Priam's Palace* 
Enter Troilus arm*d, and Pandarus. 

TroUus. Call here my variety 1*11 unarm again: 
Why should I war without the walls of Troj^ 
That find such cruel battle here within ? 
Each Trojan, that is master of his heart. 
Let him to field; Troilus, alas! hath none. 

Pan. Will this geer ne*er be mended? 

Tro. The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their 
strength. 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant; 
But I am weaker than a woman's tear, 
Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance; 
Less valiant than the virgin in the nighty 
And skill-less as unpractised infimcy. 

Pan. WeU^ I have told you enough of this : for my 
part, 1*11 not meddle nor make no further. He^ that 
will have a cake out of the wheats must tany the 
^nding. 

Tro. Have I not tarry^d? 
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Pan, Ay, the grinding ; but 70a must tarry the 
bolting. 
Tro. Have I not tarry'd ? 

Pan. Ay, the bolting; bot you must tarry the 
leavening. 

Tro. Still have I tarry'd. 

Pan. Ay> to the leavening: but here's yet in the 
word — hereafter, the kneading> the making of the 
cake, the heating of the oven, and the baking; nay, 
you must stay the cooling too, or yon may chance to 
bum your lips. 

Tro. Patience herself, what goddess e*er she be. 
Doth lesser blench at su^rance than i do. 
At Prian^s reyal table do I sit; 
And when fair €ressid comes into my thooghts,— 
So, traitor!— wheA she cones I— — - WbeD is she 
thence? 
Pan. Well, she look'd yesternight fidiet thanever I 
saw her look; or any woman else. 

Tro. I was about to tell thee,— When my hearty 
As wedged with a stgh, irocdd rive in twain; 
Lest Hector or my fether should perceive me, 
I have (as when the sun dodi l^ht a storm,): 
Buiy*d this sigh in wrinkle of a smile: 
But sorrow, that is couch'd in seeming ghdneii. 
Is like that mirth fifte turns to sudden sadness. 

Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker tloB 
Helen's, (well, go to,) there wtte no move oonapari^* 
son between the women,— But, for my part, she ia 
my kinswoman; I would not,, as they leim it;, praise 
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her,— But I would lomebodf had heard her talk yes- 
terday, as I did. I will not dispraise ycmr sister Cas- 
sandra's wit: but — 

Tro. O Fandarus! I tell thee, Ptodanis,— * 
When I do tell diee. There my hopes lie drown'd^ 
Reply not in how many fiidiomt deep 
They lie indrench*d. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Cressid's love : Thou answer'st. She is fahr; 
Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her roioei 
Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand^ 
In whose comparison all whites are mk. 
Writing their own reproach ; To whose soft selxore 
The cygnet's down is harsh', and spirit of sense. 
Hard as the palm of ploughman 1 This thou tell'st me, 
Ai true thou telFst me, when I say— I love her^ 
But, saying, thus, instead of oil and balm. 
Thou lay*8t in every gash that love hath given me 
Hie knife that made it 

Pan. I speak no more than truth. 

Tro. Thou dost not speak so rauch« 

Pan. *Faith, 1*11 not meddle in*t. Let her be at she 
is: if she be fair, 'tis the better for her; an she be not^ 
she has the mends in her own handa 

Tro» Oood Pandarus! How now, Fandarus? 

Pan. I have had my kbour Ibr my tnveli ilU 
thought on of her, and iU-thonght on of you: good 
between and between, but small thanks hr my fa^ 
hour. 
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Tro. What^ art thoa angry, Pandams? what, with 
me? 

Pan» Because she is kin to me, therefore she*s not 
BO fair as Helen: an she were not kin to me, she 
would be as fair on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. 
But what care I? I care not, an she were a black-a- 
moor; 'tis all one to me. 

Tro, Say I, she is not fair? 

Pan, I do not care whether you do or no. She*8 a 
fool to stay behind her father ; let her to the Gieeks; 
and so 1*11 tell her, the next time I see her: for my 
part. 111 meddle nor make no more in the matter. 

Tro. Pandams,— 

Pan. Not I. 

Tro, Sweet Pandams, — 

Pan, Pray you, speak no more to me; I will leave 
all as I found it, and there an end. 

[Exit Pandarus. An Alarm, 

Tro, Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace, rode 
sounds! 
Fools on both sides ! Helen must needs be fiur, 
"Wlien with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this argument; 
It is too stanr'd a subject for my sword. 
But Pandams — O gods, how do you plague me ! 
I cannot come to Cressid, but by Pandar; 
And he*s as tetchy to be woo*d to woo. 
As she is stubbom-chaste against aU suit. 
Tell me^ Apollo, for thy Daphne's love^ 
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What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we? 
Her bed is India; there she lies, a pearl: 
Between our Ilium, and where she resides. 
Let it be calFd the wild and wandering flood; 
Ourself, the merchant} and this sailing Pandar, 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 

Alarum. Enter JEvi& as. 

JEne, How now, prince Troilus? wherefore not 

afield? ^ 
Tro, Because not there; This woman's answer 
sorts. 
For womanish it is to be from thence. 
What news, ^neas, from the field to-day? 
^ne. That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 
Tro, By whom, ^neas? 

JEne. Troilus, by Menelaus. 

Tro. Jjet Paris bleed: His but a scai to scorn; 
Paris is gor*d with Menelaus* horn. , lAlantm. 

JSne. Hark ! what good sport is out of town to- 
day! 
Tro. Better at home, if woiUd I might, were may.-^ 
But, to the sport abroad; — Are you bound thither? 
i£ire. In all swift haste. 

Tro. Come, go we then together. 

lExetmt, 
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SCENE III. 

The Same. A Street. 

Enter Ckessij) A ayu/ Alexander. 

Cres. Who were those went by ? 

Alex. Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 

Cre3. And whither go they ? 

Alex, Up to the eastern to^er. 

Whose height commands as subject all the vale^ 
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix*d, to-day was mov'd : 
He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war. 
Before the sun rose, he was hamess*d light. 
And to the field goes hej where every flower 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector*s wrath. 

Cres, What was his eause of anger ? 

Alex. The noise goes, this: There is among the 
Greeks 
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector ; 
They call him, Ajax. 

Cfe$. Good j And what of him > 

Alex. They say he is a very man per se. 
And stands alone. 

Cres. So do all men ; unless they are drunk, sick, 
dr have no legs. 

Alex. This man^ lady, hath robbed many beasts of 
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their particular additions; he is as valiant as the lion^ 
churlish as the bear, slow as the elephant : a man into 
whom nature hath so crowded humours, ^that his va- 
lour is crush'd into folly, his folly sauced with discre- 
tion: there is no man hath a virtue, that he hath not a 
glimpse of; nor any man an attaint, but he carries 
some stain of it: he is melancholy without cause, and 
merry against the hair: He hath the joints of every 
thing; but every thing so out of joint, that he is a 
gouty Briaieus, many hands and no use; or purblind 
Argus, all eyes and no sight. 

Cre$, But how should this man, that makes me 
smile, make Hector angry ? 

Akx. They say, he yesterday coped Hector in the 
battle, and struck him down ; the disdain and shame 
whereof hath ever since kept Hector ^ting and 
waking. 

Enier Pandarus. 

Cres. Who comes here? 

Akx. Madam, your uncle Pandarua. 

Crf#. Hector's a gallant man. 

Akx, As may be in the world, lady« 

Pan. What's that? what's that? 

Cr<s. Grood morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan, Good morrow, cousin Cressid : What do you 
talk of? — Good morrow, Alexander^. — How do you, 
cousin ? When were you at Ilium ^ ? 

Cr€9. This morning, uncle. 

Van. What were you talking of^ when I came? 
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Was Hector ann'd^ and gone^ ere ye came to Ilitiai? 
Helen was not xxp, was she ? 

Cres. HectcH- was gone ^ but Helen was not up. 
• Pan. E'en so) Hector was stirring early. 
Cres. That were we talking of^ and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he angry? 

Cres. So he says here. 

Pan. Thie, he was so; I know the cause too; he'll 
ky about him to-day^ I can tell them that : and there 
is Tnoilus will not come hr behind him ; let them 
fake heed of Troilus; I can tell them that too. 

Cres. What^ is he angiy too? 

Pan. Who, Troilus ? Troilus Is the better man of 
the two. 

Cres. O, Jupiter ! there's no comparison. 

Pan. What^ not between Troilus and Hector? Do 
you know a man, if you see him ? 

Cres. Ay; if I ever saw him before, and knew 
him* 

Pan. Well, I say, Troilus is Troilus. 

Cres. Then you say as I say; for, I am sure, he is 
not Aector. 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in some de« 
grees. 

Cres. "Tis just to each of them ; he b himself. 

Pan. Himself? Alas, poor Troilus ! I would, he 
were, ■ ■ 

Cres. So he is. 

Pan. -»— 'Condition, I had gone bare-foot to 
India. 
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Cres. He is not Hector. 

Pan. Himself? no, he*s not himself. — *Woidd 't 
were himself ! Well, the gods are above ; Time must 
friend, or end : Well, Troilus, well, — I would, my 
heart were in her body !-*No, Hector is not a belter 
man than Troilus. 

Cres. Excuse me* 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan, The other's not come to*t; 70a riiaU tell m^ 
another tale, when the other's come to*t Hector 
shall not have his wit this year. 

Cres. He shall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan, Nor his qualities J— ^ 

Cres. No matter. 

Pan, Nor his beauty. 

Cres. Twould not become him, his own*s better. 

Pan. You have no judgement, niece : Helen herself 
fwore the other day, that Troilus, for a brown favour, 
(for so 'tis, I must confess,) ^-Not brown neither. 

Cres, No, but brown. 

Pan. 'Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown. 

Cres. To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Paris. 

Cres. Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cres. Then Troilus should have too much : if she 
prais'd him above, his complexion is higher than his ; 
he having cdour enough, and the other higher, is too 
flaming a praise for a good complexion. I had as litf. 
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Helen's golden tongue had commended Troilus for a 
copper nose. 

Pan. I swear to yaa, I think, Helen loves him bet- 
ter than P^ris. 

Cres, Thao she*s a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came to him 
the other day into the compass* d window, — and, you 
know, he has not past three or four hairs on his chin. 

Cres. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetick may soon 
bring his particulars therein to a total. 

Pan, Why, he is very young : and yet will he, 
within three pound, lift as much as his brother 
Hector. 

Cres, Is he so young a man, and so old a lifter^ ? 

Pan. But, to prove to you that Helen loves him; — 
she came, and puts me her white hand to his cloven 
chin, 

Cres. Juno have mercy ! — How came it cloven? 

Pan. Why, you know, 'tis dimpled: I think, his 
smiling becomes him better than any man in all 
Phrj'gia. 

Cres. O, he smiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Cres. O yes, an *twere a cloud in autunm. 

Pan. Why, go to then: — But to prove to you that 
Helen loves Troilus, 

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you'lJ prove 
it so. 

Pan. Troilus ? why, he esteems her no more than I 
esteem an addle egg. 
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Cres. If you love an addle egg as well as jou love 
an idle head^ you would eat chickens i*the shell. 

Pan, 1 cannot choote but laugh, to think how she 
tickled his chin ; — Indeed, she has a marvellous white 
hand, I must needs confess. 

Cres. Without the rack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair 
on his chin. 

Cres, Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 

Pan, But, there was such laughing j-^-Queen He- 
cuba laughed, that her eyes ran o*er. 

Cres. With mill-stones. 

Pan. And Cassandra laugh*d. 

Cres, But there was a more temperate fire under 
the pot of her eyes 5— Did her eyes run o'er too? 

Pan. And Hector laugh*d. 

Cres. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pan. Many, at the white hair that Helen spied on 
Troilus' chin. 

Cres, An*t had been a green hair, I should have 
laugh*d too. 

Pan. They laugh'd not so much at the hair, as at 
his pretty answer. 

Cres. What was his answer ? 

Pan, Quoth she. Here's hut one andjifty hairs on 
your chin, and one of them is white. 

Cres. This is her question. 

Pan. That's true ; make no question of that. Qnt 
and fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white : That white 
hmr is my father, and all the rest are his sons. Jupi« 
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ter! quoth she, which of these hairs is Paris, my 
hvsband ? The forked one, quoth he ; pluck it out, 
and give it him. But, there was such laughing ! and 
Helen so blush*d, and Paris so chafed, and all the 
rest so laughed, that it passed. 

Cres. So let it now ; for it has been a great while 
going by. 

Fan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday ; 
think on*t. 

Cres» So I do. 

Pan. 1*11 be sworn, *tii true; he will weep you, an 
'twere a man bom in April. 

Cres, And 1*11 spring up in his tears, an 'twere a 
nettle against May. lA retreat mounded. 

Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field : Shall 
we stand up here, and see them, as they pass toward 
Ilium? good niece, do; sweet niece Cressida. 

Cres. At your pleasure. 

Pan. Here, here, here*s an excellent place; here 
we may see most bravely: I'll tell you them all by 
their names, as they pass by; but mark Troilus above 
the rest. 

JEyzAS passes ofoer the stage. 

Cres, Speak not lo loud. 

Pan. That's ^neas ; Is not that a brave man? he's 
one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you; But mark 
Troilus ) you shall see aoon. 

Cres. Who's that? 
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An T E N o E /MiMf« over. 

Pan, That*8 Antenor \ he has a shrewd wit, I can 
tell you; and he*8 a man good enoagh: he*s one o* the 
sooedest judgements in Troy, whosoever, and a pro- 
per man of person: — ^When comes Troilus? — Fll 
show you Troilus anon 5 if he see me, you shall see 
him nod at me. 

Cres. Will he give you the nod ? 

Fan. You shall see. 

Crea, If he do, the rich shall have more. 

Hector passes aoer. 

Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that| 
There's a fellow!— Go thy way. Hector ; — ^There's a 
brave -man, niece. — O brave Hector ! —Look, how 
he looks! there's a countenance: Is't not a brave 
man? 

Cres. O, a brave man ! 

Pan, Is 'a not ? It does a man's heart good— Look 
you what hacks are on his helmet ? k)ok you yonder, 
do you see ? look you there ! There's no jesting ; 
there^s laying on ; take't off who will, as they say : 
there be hacks ! 

Cres, Be those with swords ? 

PahIs passes over. 

Pan, Swords ? any thing, he cares not : an the de- 
vil come to him, it's all one : By god's lid, it does 
one's heart good :-— Yonder comes Paris, yonder 
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comes Paris : look ye yonder, niece j Is't not a gaDant 
man too, is't not?— Why, this is brave now. — Who 
laid, he came hurt home to-day ? he's not hurt : why, 
this will do Hden's heart good now. Ha ! 'would I 
could see Troilus now ! — ^you shall see Troilus anai. 
Cres. Who's that ? 

Helevvs passes ffoer. 

Pan. That's Helenus, — ^I marvel, where Troilus is : 
—That's Helenus ; — I think he went not forth to- 
day : — ^That's Helenus. 

Crcs. Can Helenus fight, uncle ? 

Pan. Helenus? no:— yes, he'll fight indifferent 
well : — I marvel, where Troilus is ! — Hark j do you 
not hear the people cry, Troilus ? — Helenus is a 
priest. 

Cres. What sneaking fellow comes yonder ? 

Troilus passes aoer. 

Pan. Where? yonder? that's Deiphobus: 'Tis 
Troilus! there's a man, niece!— Hem! — Brave 
Troilus ! the prince of chivalry ! 

Cres. Peace, for shame, peace ! 

Pan. Mark him j note himj— O brave Troilus!— 
look well upon him, niece ; look you, how his sword 
is bloody'd, and his helm more hack'd than Hector's \ 
And how he looks, and how he goes !— O admirable 
youth ! he ne'er saw three and twenty. Go thy way, 
Troilus, go thy way j had 1 a sister were a grace, or a 
daughter a gciideas, he 8hould take his choice. O ad« 
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mirable man ! Paris ? — Paris is dirt to him ; mxhA, t 
warranty Helen^ to change^ would give an ^e to boot. 

Forces pass over the stage, 

Cres, Here come more. 

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts ! chaff and bran, chaff and 
bran ! porridge after meat ! I could live and die i'the 
eyes of Troilus. Ne*er look, ne*er look ; the eagles 
are gone 5 crows and daws, crows and daws ! I had 
rather be such a man as Troilus, than Agamemnon 
and all Greece. • • 

Cres, There is among the Greeks, Achilles 5 a 
better man than Troilus. 

Pan, Achilles? a drajman, a porter, a very camel. 

Cres, Well, well. 

Pan, Well, well ? — Why, have you any discretion ? 
have you any eyes ? Do you know what a man is ? Is 
not birth, beauty, good shape, discourse, manhood, 
learning, gentleness, virtue, youth, liberality, and such 
like, the spice and salt that season a man ? 

Cres. Ay, a minced man: and then to be baked 
with no date in the pye, — for then the man*s date is 
out. 

Pan, You are such a woman ! one knows not at 
what ward you lie. 

Cres. Upon my back^ to defend my belly ; upon 
my wit, to defend my wiles ; upon my secrecy, to 
defend mine honesty; ray mask, to defend my beauty; 
and you, to defend all these : and at all these wards I 
lie, at a thousand watches. 
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Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cres, Nay^ 1*11 watch you for that } and that's one 
of the chiefest of them too : if I cannot ward what I 
would not have hit* I can watch yon for telling how I 
took the blow ; unless it swell past hiding, and then 
h is past watching. 

Pan. Yoa are such another! 

Enter Tro i lu s* Bey. 

Boy. Sit, my k>rd would instantly speak widi yoa. 

Pan. Where? 

Boy. At your own house; there he unarms himt 

Pan. Good boy, tell him I come : [^Exii Boy.] 
I doubts he be hurt.-— Fare ye well, good niece. 

Cres. Adieu^ uncle. 

Pan. ril be with you, niece, by and by. 

Cret. To bring, uncle— 

Pail. Ay, a token from Troilus. 

Cres. By the same token — ^you are a bawd. — 

[Exit Pandanu. 
Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full sacrifice. 
He ofiers in another^s enterprize : 
But more in Troilus thousand fold I see 
Than in the glass of Pandar's praise may be| 
Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing: 
Things won are done, joy*» soul lies in the doing: 
That she belov*d knows nought, that knows not this,— 
Men prize the thing ungain*d more than it is: 
That she was never yet, that ever knew 
Love got so sweety as when desirt did sue: 
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Therefore this maxim out of love I teach,^^ 
Achievement is command ; ungain*d^ beseech : 
Then though my heart's content firm love doth bear, 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

The Grecian Camp, Before AgamemnoiCn Tent, 

Trvmpets. Enter AoAMEif nov> Nbstor, Ultsses, 

Menelaus, and Others. 

Jgam, Princes> 
What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks } 
The ample proposition, that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below. 
Fails in the promis'd largeness : checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest reared; 
As knots, by the confldx of meeting sap. 
Infect the spond pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth* 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us. 
That we comQ short of our suppose so far, 
That^ afler seven years' siege, yet Troy walls stand; 
Sith every action that hath gone before. 
Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim. 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gav*t surmised shape. Why then, you princes. 
Do you with cheeks abashed behold our works; 
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And think them shames^ which ar^ indeed, nought 

else 
But the protractile trials of great Jove> 
To find persistire constancy in men ? 
The inc n eg g of which metal is not found 
In fortune*s love : for then, the bold and coward^ 
The wise and fool, the artist aod unread. 
The hard and soft, seem all affined and kin : 
But, in the wind and tempest of her frown. 
Distinction, with a broad and powerful hn. 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away; 
And what hath mass, or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Nest, With due observance of thy godlike seat. 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men : The sea being smooth, 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk ? 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 
Tlie 8trong-ribb*d bark through liquid mountains cut. 
Bounding between the two moist elements, 
like Perseus* horse : Where's then the saucy boat. 
Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now 
Co-rival'd greatness ? either to harbour fled. 
Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour'^ show, and valour's worth, divide 
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Ih storms of fortune : For, in her ray and brightness. 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize. 
Than by the tiger : but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks. 
And flies fled under shade. Why, then, the thing of 

courage. 
As rousM with rage, with rage doth sympathize. 
And with an accent tun*d in self-same key. 
Returns to chiding fortune. 

Ulyss, Agamemnon,-— 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece,* 
Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit. 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up, — ^hear what Ulysses speaks. 
Besides the applause and approbation . 
The which, — most mighty for thy place and sway,—- 

\To Agamemnon, 
And thou most reverend for thy stretch*d-out life, — 

[7(9 Nfxtor. 
*I give to both your speeches,— which were such. 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hokl up high in brassy and such again. 
As venerable Nestor, hatch*d in silver. 
Should with a bond of air (strong as the axletree 
On which heaven rides,) knit all the Greekish ears 
To his experienced tongue, — yet let it please both, — 
Thou great,— and wise, — to hear Ulysses speak. 

Agam, Speak, prince of Ithaca; and be't of less 
expect 
That matter needless, of importless burden. 
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Divide thy lips; than we die confident^ 
When rank Themites opes his mastiff jaws^ 
We shall hear mnsick^ wtt^ and oracle. 

Ulyis. Troy 9 yet upon his basis, had been down. 
And the great Hector's sword had Iack*d a master. 
But for these instances. 
The specialty of rule hath been neglected : 
And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factions. 
When that the general is not like the hive^. 
To whom the foragers shall all repair. 
What honey id expected ? Degree being vizaided. 
The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 
The heavens themselves, the planets, and this center, 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 
Insisture, course, proportion, season, form^ 
Office, and custom, in all line of order : 
And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 
In noble eminence enthron*d and sphered 
Amidst the other; whose med*cinable eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil, . 
And posts, like the commandment of a king. 
Sans check, to good and bad : '^fiut, when the [danet^ 
In evil mixture, to disorder wander. 
What plagues, and what portents ? what mutiny ? 
What raging of the sea? shaking of earth ? 
Commotion in the winds? frights, changes, hoiTon, 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 
The unity and married calm of states 
Quite from their fixure? O, when degree is shakU 
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Which is the ladder of all high designs. 

The enterpnse is sidk! How could fxiimipuaities^ 

Degrees in schools, andbrothevhoods in cities. 

Peaceful comm^^roe &Qm dividafale shores. 

The primogenitive and due <3i birth, 

Prerogative of age, crowns, scepton, laurds. 

But by degree, stand in authentick placed 

Take but degree away, untune that string. 

And, hark, what discord follows ! each thing meets 

In mere oppugnancy : The bounded waters 

Should lift their bosoms (higher than the shores. 

And make a sop of all this solid globe : 

Strength should be lord of imbecility. 

And the rude son should strike his &ther dead: 

Force should be right; or, rather, right and wrong, 

(Betweeh whose endless jar justice resides,) 

Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 

Then every thing includes itself in power. 

Power into wiD, will into appetite ; 

And appetite, an universal wolf. 

So doubly seconded with will and power. 

Must make perforce an universal pr^. 

And, last, eat up<himself. Great Agamemnon, 

This chaos, when degree is sufiboate. 

Follows the choking. 

And this neglection of degree it is. 

That by a pace goes backward, with a puipose 

It hath to climb ' * . The general's disdain'd 

By him one step below; 'he, by the next; 

That nejLi, by him beneath : .so every (Step, 

VOL. IX. c c 
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Exampled by the first pace that is sick 

Of his isuperior^ grows to an envious fever 

Of pale and bloodless emulation: 

And *tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot. 

Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length, 

Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength. 

Aest. Most wisely hath Ulpses here discover'd 
The fever whereof all our power is sick. 

Agam, The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses, 
What is the remedy? 

Ulyss. The great Achilles, — ^whom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host, — 
Having his ear fiill of his airy fame. 
Grows' dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs : With him, Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy bed, the livelong day 
Breaks scurril jests; 

And with ridiculous and aukward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,) 
He pageants us. Sdmetime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topless deputation he puts on; 
And, like a strutthig player, — whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hear -the wooden dialogue and sound 
'Twixt his stretch'd footing and the scaffoldage, — 
Such to-be-pitied and o*er-wrested seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks, 
'Tis like a chime a mending; with terms unsquar*d. 
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropped, 
Would seem hyperboles. At this iusty stuff. 
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The large Achilles, on his pressM bed lolling;, 

From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause j 

Cries — Excellent! — 'tis Agamemnon jW^ — 

Now play me Nestor }^^hem, dnd stroke thy heard, 

Ab he, being 'drest to some oration. 

That's done; — ^s near as the extremest ends 

Of parallels; as like as Vulcan and his wife: 

Yet good Achilles still cries. Excellent ! 

'Tis Nestor right! Now play him me, Patroclus^ 

Arming to answer in a night alarm. 

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 

Must be the scene of mirth; to cough, and spit. 

And with a palsy-fiimbling on his gorget. 

Shake in and out the rivet: — and at this sport. 

Sir Valour dies; cries, 0! — enough, P^troclus; — 

Or give me ribs of steel! I shall split all 

In pleasure of my spleen. And in this ^uhion* 

All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 

Severals and generals of grace exact. 

Achievements, pIots> orders, preventions. 

Excitements to the field, or speech for trace. 

Success, or loss, what is, or is not, serves 

As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Nest. And in the imitation of these twain 
(Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice,) many are infect. 
Ajax is grown self-wilPd; and bears his head 
In such a rein, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles: keeps his tent like him; 
Makes fiictious feasts; rails on our state of war. 
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Bold as an oracle : 'an3 sets Thenites 

(A alave, >^hdse gallcoins slandem like a ihitit>) 

To match us in comparisons with dirt; 

To Weaken ahd discredit oor expdsore, 

^How rank soever rounded in with danger. 

Ulysi. They tax our poKcy^ and call it cowaidicei 
Count wisdom as no member of the war j 
Forestall prescience, and esteem no act 
But that of h)uid : the still and ment^ parts, — 
That do contrive how raanj hands shall strike. 
When fitness caUs them on; and know, by nMbsore 
Of their observant toil, the enemies* weight,^^ 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity: 
They ddl this^bed-work, inappery, doiset War: 
So that the ram, that batters down the wall. 
For the great swing and rudeness of his poize. 
They place before his hand that made the engine; 
Or those, that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Nest. Let' this be granted, and AchiHes* horse 
Makes inahy Tlietb' sons. ' ^rmipct soikds, 

Agam, What trunipet ? look, Mencfaus. 

Enter MvzA%, 

Men. From Troy. 

Agam, "Whal would yoiu *fore^our tent ? 

JEne. Is ftis 

Great Againenmon's tent, I pray ? 
-^5^. -Evfen diis. 
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JEne. May one, that is a herald^ and a prince^ 
Do a hix me^juge to kis kingly ears ? 

Agam. Witk surety stronger than Achilles* arm 
*Fore all tke Greekish heads^ 'i^hich with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

Aluc F^r leave^ and large security. How msf 
''A stcanger to thojie most imperial loo^ 
Know them from ^et of other mortals } 

Agam. How? 

I ask^ that I might waken revexenoe. 
And bid the cheek be ready with a bhish 
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebi^: 
Which is that god in office^ guiding men) 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 

Agam, This IVojan scorns us; or the me9 of Tioy 
Are ceremcmious courtiers. 

JRne. Cpurtiers as ftee^ as debonair^ unarm*d. 
As bending angels $ that's their feme in peace : 
But when they would seem soldiers, they have ((alls> 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords; and> Jove's 

accord. 
Nothing so fiill of heart. But peace, JBneas, 
Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips ! 
The worthiness of praise distsuns his worth. 
If that the prais*d himself bring the praise ferth: 
But what the repining enemy commends, 
Thatbreathfimiel^ws; thatpraise,8olepure,tnuisoends. 

Agqm. Sir, yoU of Troy, pall you yourself ^£neds? 
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Mne, Ay, Greek, that is my name. 

Agam, What's your afialr^ I pray yoo? 

£ne. Sir, pardon ; 'tis for Agamemnon's ears. 

Agam. He hears nought privately, that comes fix>m 
Troy. 

JEne, Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him : 
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear> 
To set his sense on the attentive bent. 
And then to speak. 

Agam. Speak frankly as the wmd; 

It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour: 
That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake. 
He teUs thee so himself. 

Mne. Trumpet, blow loud. 

Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents;— 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy means fairly, shall be spoke alqud. 

[Trumpet iaimd». 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call'd Hector, (Priam is his father,) 
Who in this dull and long-continued truce '^ 
Is rusty grown j he bade me take a trumpet^ 
And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, lords! 
If there be one, among the fair'st pf Greece, 
That holds his honour higher than his ease ; 
That seeks his praise more thaq be fears his peril 3 
Tliat knows his valour, and knows not his fear; 
That loves his mistress more than in confession, 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves,) 
And dare avow her beauty and her worth. 
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In other anns than hers> — to bim this challenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his best to do it, 
lie hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer. 
Than ever Greek did compass in his arms; 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call, 
Mid- way between your tents and walls ofTrof, 
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 
If any come. Hector shall honour him 3 
If none, he*ll say in Troy, when he retires. 
The Grecian dames are sun«bum*d, and not worth 
The splinter of a lance. Even so much* 

Agam. This sb^lj bp told our lovers, )ord iEneas; 
If none of them have soul in such a kind. 
We left them all at home: But we are soldiers ; 
And may that soldier a mere recreant prove. 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love ! 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be. 
That one meets Hector ; if none else, I am he. 

Nest, Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector's grandsire suck*d: he is old now 3 
But, if there be not in our Grecian host 
One noble man, that hath one spark of fi^e 
To answer for his love. Tell him from me,— 
I'll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver. 
And in my vantbrace*^ put this withered brawn 3 
And, meeting him, will tell him. That my lady^ 
Was feirer than his grandame, and as chaste 
As may be in the world: His youth in flood, 
r^ prove this truth with my three drops of bloo4* 
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JEne. Now heavem ibrbid soch scarci^ of yoadi ! ' 

£//yM. Amen. 

A gam. Fair lord ^iieais, let me toach your faend ; 
To our pavilion shaH I lead yod, sir. 
AchiUes shaU hate irord of this intent 3 
So shall each lord of Greece^ from tent to tent: 
Yoursdf shs^ feast with ns befefe yoa go^ 
And find the wdcome of a noble foe. 

lExewU all hut Ufystet mid Nestor i 

Ulyu. Nestor,-*—— 

Nnt. What says Ulysses ? 

27/yM. I have a ycMmg conception in my brain. 
Be yoa my time to bring it to some shape. 

Nest, Whatis't? 

Ulyu. This 'tis: 
Blunt wedges rive bard knots: The seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Ach'dles, mu^t or now be cropp*d. 
Or, shedding, br^ed a mirsery of like evil. 
To overbulk us ^. 

Nest. Well^andbow? 

Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant Hdctor sedds^ 
However it is spread in gen&nl namcy 
Relates in purpose oi^y td Achilles. 

Nest. The purpose is. perspicuous even as substance, 
Whose grossness little characters sum tip : 
Ajid, in the piiblitatioB, make no stein. 
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Lybia,— thongh> Apollo knows, 
'Tis dry enou2^,-^will wHh great q^eed ctf judgemeat. 
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A7, with celerity^ find Hector*8 pnspoae 
Pointing on bim^ 

Uiyss, And wake faiini to the answer^ think yon ) 
Nest. Yea,* 

It is most meet -, Whom may you ebe oppo». 
That can fiom Hector bring thwe hooours off. 
If not Achilles } ThoQgk't be a sportful combat^ 
Yet ki the trial mcicfa opioien dweUsf 
For here the Trojans taste our dearest repute 
With their fin*st pdate: And trust to me, Ulysses, 
Our impntatioo shall be oddly pois'd 
In this wild action : for the success. 
Although particular, shall give a scantling 
Of good or bad unto the general; 
And in such indexes, although smaH pricks 
To their subs^uent volumes, there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is suppo8*d. 
He, that meets Hector,, issues from our chokre: 
And choice, being mutual act of all our souls. 
Makes merit her election; and doth boil. 
As 'twere from forth us all, a man distill'd 
Out of our virtue*; Who miscarrying. 
What heart receives finom hence a ccnquering part; 
To steel a strong opinion to themselves ? 
Which entertain*d, limbs are his instruments. 
In no less working, than are swords smd bowi 
Directive by the limbs. 

Ulj/$$, Give pardon to my speech;^- 
Therefore 'tis meet^ Achilles meet not Hector. 
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Let us, like merchants^ show our foulest wares. 

And think, perchance, thej^U sell ; if not. 

The lustre of the better shall exceed. 

By showing the worst first. Do not consent. 

That ever Hector and Achilles meet j 

For both our honour and our shame. In this. 

Are dogg*d with two strange followers. 

Nest. I see them not with my old eyes ^ what are, 

they? 
C/7iy«#. What glory our Achilles shares firom Hector, 
Were he not proud, we all should share with him : 
But he already is too insolent; 
And we were better parch in Airick sun. 
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes. 
Should he *8cape Hector dur : If he were foiPd, 
Why, then we did our main opinion crush 
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery ; 
And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 
The sort to fight with Hector: Among ourselves. 
Give him allowance for the better man. 
For that will physick the great Myrmidon, 
Who broils in loud applause j and make him fall 
His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends. 
If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off. 
Well dress him up in veices : If he fail. 
Yet go we under our opinion still. 
That we have better men. But, hit or miss, 
^^^ir project*s life this shape of sense assumes,^ 
Ajax, employ'd, plucks down Achilles* plumes, 
^e*^ Ulysses, 
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Now I begin to relish thy advice; 
And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon : go we to him straight. 
Two curs shall tame each other ; Pride alone 
'^ Must tarrp the mastifis on> as *twei^ their bone. 

lExetmt. 
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ACT II. SCENE L 

Another I\irt of Me Grecian Camp^ 

Enter Ajax aiui The rsites. 

Jjax. Tliersites, «• 

Ther. Agamemnon — how if he had boils? full, all 
over, generally ? 

Ajax. Thersites, ■ ■ 

Ther, And those boils did run? — Say so, — did not 
the general run then ? were not that a botchy core ? 

Ajax. Dog, 

Ther. Then would come some matter from himj I 
see none now. 

Ajax. Thou bitch-wolf *8 son, canst thou not hear' 
Feel then. [Strikei him, 

Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mon* 
grel beef-witted lord ! 

Ajax. Speak then, thou unsalted leaven, speak : I 
will beat thee into handsomeness. 

Ther. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness: 
but, I think, thy horse will sooner con an oration, than 
thou learn a prayer without book. Thou canst strike, 
canst thou; a red murrain o* thy jade's tricks! 

Ajax. Toads-stool, learn me the proclamation. 

Ther. Dost thou think, I have no sense, thou strik*st 
me thus ? 

Ajax, The proclamation,- 
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m 

Then Thoti art prdclaim'd b fooi, I thiiic. 

Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not; my fingers itch. 

Ther. I would, thou didst itch from head to foot, 
and I had the scratching of thee 3 I would make thee 
'4he loathsomest scab in Greece. When Ihou urt forth 
in the incursions^ thou strikest as slow lis ahother. 

jijax. I say, the proclamation, > ' ■ 

Ther. Thou grumblest and rallest eveiy hour on 
Achilles; and thou art as lull of -envy ^t his greatness, 
as Cerberus is at Proserpina's beauty, ay, that thou 
bark*st at him. 

j'Jjas. Mistress Theraites! 

T/ter. Thou should*st strike him. 

jIjux. Cobloaf ! 

Ther. He would pim thee inU) shiters with his fist, 
as a sailor breaks a biscuit. 

Ajax. You whoreson cur ! [^Beaitng 'him. 

Ther. Do, do. 

Ajax. Thoti^stool for a witch ! 
' Ther. Ay, do, do; ih6u60dden^witted iDidPthou 
hast no more brain than I ha^e in mine dbows; ati 
assinego may tutor thed: Th(Hi «curyy t attttit Hi^! 
thou art hcFe put to ^thmsh Troy^ns; and tkm att 
bought and sokl dtnong fbode df Any wit/like a Bar- 
barian slave. If thou uie' to beat^Me, I itiU b«gini^lit 
thy heel, and tell what thou art by ibdies/ thOu thing 
of no lx>wels, thou ! 

Ajax. You dog! 

TAer. Ydu stUn^ lord! 

4/0^. You cur ! I^Bka$fng itim. 
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■ 

Ther. Mars his idiot! do^radenessf do, camel 3 do> 
do. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

J Achil, Why, how now, Ajax; wherefore do you 

thus? 
How now, Thersites ? what's the matter, man ? 

Ther. You see him there, do you ? 
. AchiL Ay 5 what's the matter? 

Ther. Nay, look upon him. 

AchiL So I do; What's the matter? 

Ther, Nay, hut regard him well. 

AchiL WeD, why I do so. 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him : for, 
whosoever you take him to he, he is Ajax. 

AchiL I know that, fool. 
, . Ther. Ay, hut that fool knows not himself » 

Ajax. Therefore I beat thee. 

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he ut- 
ters ! his evasions have ears thus long. I have bobb*d 
his brain, more than he has beat my bones : I will 
buy nine sparrows for a penny, and his pia mater is 
not worth the ninth part of a sparrow. This lord, 
•Achilles, Ajax,— who wears his wit in his belly, and 
his guts in his head, — I'll tell you what I say of him. 

AchiL What? 

Ther. I say, this Ajax 

AchU. Nay, good Ajax. 

[Ajax offer$ to strike him^ Achilles interposes, 

Ther. Has not so much wit- 
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AchiL Nay, I roust hold you. 

Ther, As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for 
whom he comes to fight. 

AckiL Peace, fool ! 

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but the 
fool will not : he there; that he; look you there. 

Ajax, O thou damn*d cur; I shall 

AchU, Will you set your wit to a fool's ? 

Ther, No, I warrant you; for a fod's will sfaaiae it. 

Pair, Good words, Thersites. 

AcML What's the quarrel ? 

Ajax, I bade the vile owl, go learn me the tenor of 
the proclamation, and he rails upon me« 

Ther, I serve thee not, 

Ajax. Well, go to, go to* 

Ther, I serve here voluntary. 

^c^i7. Your last service was sufferance, *tw%is not 
voluntary; no man is beaten voluntary ; Ajax was 
here the voluntary, and you as under an impress. 

Thtr. Even so; — a great deal of your wit too lies 
in your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall 
have a great catch, if he knock out either of your 
brains; 'a 'were as good crack a fusty nut with no 
kernel. 

AchU, What, with me too, Thersites ? 

Ther, There's Ulysses, and old Nestor, — ^whose wit 
was mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on their 
toes, — yoke you like draught oxen, and make you 
plough up the wars. 

Ackl. What, what ? 
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Tker. Yes, good soodi ; To, AchilJes! to, Aj»! to! 

Ajax, I shsdl cut oat your tongue. 

Tker. Tis no matter ^ I shall speak as much fas ihmi, 
afterwards. 

Patr. No more words, Thersites ; peace. 

Ther, [ will hold my peace when AchiUeB*'biach^^ 
bids me, shall I ? 

Jchil. There*s for yoa, Patroclus. 

Ther. I will see you hanged, like dotpoles, eie I 
come any more to your tents ; I/vill keep where there 
is wit stirring, and leave the Action of £06^. lEiit. 

Patr, A good riddance. 

AcAiL Marry, this, sir, is prodaim'd through all our 
host: 
That Hector, by the first 'hour of the sun. 
Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-movrow morning call some knight :to.arms, 
Hiat hath a stomaeh ; and juch a one, that daie 
Maintain— ^I know not what ; 'tis trash : <Farew<^. 

jIJox. ;Farewell. Who shall answer him ? 

jiMi. I know not, it is put to lottery; otherwise. 
He knew bis'man, 

jijo*' O, meaning yoai-^I*ll ga koia^more of it. 

[Exaait. 
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SCENE II. 

Troy, A Room in Priam's Palace, 

Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris^ and 

Helenus. 

Pri, After so many hours, lives, speeches spent. 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks; • 
Deliver Helen, and all damage else — 
As honour, loss of time, travel, expence. 
Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is consumed 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war,'^ 
Shall be struck of: — Hector, what say you to't ? 

Hfcf. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks than J, 
As &r as toucheth my particular, yet. 
Dread Priam, 

There is no lady of more softer bowels. 
More spungy to suck in the sense of fear. 
More ready to cry out — Who knows tohat follows f 
Than Hector is : The wound of peace is surety. 
Surety secure; but modest doubt is call*d 
The beacon of^the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go : 
Since the first sword was drawn about this question^ 
Every tithe soul, *mongst many thousand dismes ^\ 
Hath been as dear as Helen; I mean, of ours: 
If we have lost so many tenths of ours. 
To guard a thing not ours ; not worth to us^ 
Had it our name, the value of one ten; 
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What merit's in that reason, which denies 
The 3rielding of her up ? 

Tro. Fie, fie, my brother ! 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king. 
So great as our dread father, in a scale 
Of common oimces ? will you with counters sum. 
The past-proportion of his infinite ? 
And buckle-in a waist most fathomless^ 
With spans and inches so diminutire 
As fears and reasons? fie, fisr godly shame ! 

Hd, No marvd, though you bite so sharp dt reasons, 
You are so empty of them. Should not our fkther 
Bear the great Away of his afifairs with reasons. 
Because your speech hath none, thut tells him so ? 

Tro. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother 
priest. 
You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your 

reasons: 
You know, an enemy intends you harm; 
You know, a sword employed is perilous. 
And reason fiies the object of all harm : 
Who marvels then, when Helenus behdds 
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 
The very wings of reason to his heels > 
And fiy like chidden.Mercury from Jove, 
Or like a star di8-orb*d ? — ^Nay, if we talk of reason, 
Let*s shut our gates, and sleep: Manhood and hooetnr 
Should have hare hearts, would they but fiit their 

thoughts 
With this ciampi'd reason : reason and respect 
Make livers pale, and lustihood deject. 
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Hect. Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost 
The holding. 

Tro. What is aught, but as *tis valued? 

Hm:t, But value dwells not in particular will) 
It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein *tis precious of itself 
As in the prizer: *tis mad idolatry. 
To make the service greater than the god| 
And the will dotes, that is attributive 
To what infectiously itself aiiects. 
Without some image of the affected merit 

Tro. I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will; 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears. 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerow) shores 
Of wiU and judgement : How may I avoid. 
Although my will distaste what it elected. 
The wife I chose ? there can be no evasion 
To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour: 
We turn not back the silks upon the merchant. 
When we have soiled them ; nor the remainder viands 
We do not throw in unrespective sieve. 
Because we now are full. It was thought meet, 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks: 
Your breath with full consent belly'd his sails; 
The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce. 
And did him service : he touched the ports desir*d; 
And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive^ 
He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and &eA» 
ness 
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Wrinkles Apollo's^ and makes pale the morning. 
Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt : 
Is she worth keeping ? why, she is a pearl. 
Whose price hath launched above a thousand ships. 
And tum'd crown*d kings to merchants. 
If you'll avouch, 'twas wisdom Paris went, 
(As you must needs, for you all cry'd— Go, go,) 
If you'll confess, he brought home noble prize, 
(As you must needs, for you all clapp'd your hands. 
And cry'd — InestmabfefJ why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate j 
'^ And do a deed that fortune never did. 
Beggar the estimation which you priz'd 
Richer than sea and land ? O theft most base ; 
That we have stolen what we do fear to keep ! 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stolen. 
That in their country did them that disgrace. 
We fear to warrant in our native place ! 

Cos, {Within,'] Cry, Trojans, cry ! 

Pri, What noise? what shriek is this? 

TrtK 'Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice. 

Cas. IfFUhin.'] Cry, Trojans ! 

Hect. It is Cassandra. 

Enter Cassakdha, raving, 

Cos, Cry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thousand 
eyes. 
And I will fill them with prophetick tears. 
Hect, Peace, sister, peace. 
Cos. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled elders. 
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Soft in^incy, that nothing can*st but cry. 
Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! practise your eyes with tears ! 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Jlion stand; 
Our fire-brand brother, Paris, bums us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen, and a woe: 
Cry, cry ! Troy bums, or else let Helen go. [Exit. 
Hect, Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high 
strains 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches of remorse ? or is your blood 
So madly hot, that no discourse of reason. 
Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause. 
Can qualify the same ? 

Tro. Why, brother Hectoi^^ 

We may not think the jUvStness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds. 
Because Cassandra's mad; her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel. 
Which hath our several honours all engag*d 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
I am no more touched than all Priam\s sons: 
And Jove forbid, there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain ! 

Par. Else might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings, as your counsels: 
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But I attest the gods, your fbll consent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 
For what, alas, can these mj single arms? 
What propugnation is in one man's valoor. 
To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite? Yet, I protest. 
Were I alone to pass the difficulties. 
And had as ample power as I have will, 
F^is should ne*er retract what he hath done. 
Nor £unt in the pursuit, 

Pri, Paris, you speak 

Like one besotted on your sweet delights : 
You have the honey still, but these the gall; 
So to be valiant, is no praise at all. 

Par, Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it ; 
But I would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wip*d off, in honourable keeping her. 
What treason were it to the ransack'd queen. 
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me. 
Now to deliver her possession up. 
On terms of base compulsion ? Can it be. 
That so degenerate a strain as this. 
Should onc^ set footing in your generous bosoms ? 
There's not the meanest spirit on our party. 
Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw. 
When Helen is defended 3 nor none so noble. 
Whose life were ill bestow*d, or death un^un'd. 
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Where Helen is the subject: then^ I say, 

WeU may we fight for her^ whom, we know weU, 

The world*s large spaces cannot parallel. 

Hect. Paris, and Troilus, you have both said well)> 
And on the canse and question now in hand 
Have gloz*d, — but superficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy : 
The reasons, you alledge, do more conduce 
To the hot passion of distempered blood. 
Than to make up a firee determination 
Twixt right and wrong 3 For pleasure, and revenge. 
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. Nature craves. 
All dues be render*d to their owners ; Now 
What nearer debt in all humanity. 
Than wife is to the husband? if this law 
Of nature be corrupted through affection ; 
And that great minds, of partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, resist the same j 
There is a law in each well-ordered nation. 
To curb those raging appetites that are 
Most disobedient and refractory. 
If Helen thein be wife to Sparta's king,— 
As it is known she is, — ^these moral laws 
Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud 
To have her back retum'd : Thus to persist 
In doihg wrong, extenuates not wrong. 
But makes it much more heavy. Hector's opinioa 
Is this, in way of truth : yet, ne'ertheless^ 
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My spritely brethren^ I propend to you 
In resolution to keep Helen still i 
For *tis a cause that hath no mean dependance 
Upon our joint and several dignities. 

Tro, Why, there you touched the life of our de- 
sign : 
Were it not glory that we more affected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens**, 
I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown ; 
A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 
Whose present courage may beat down our foes. 
And hme, in time to come, canonize us : 
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promised glory. 
As smiles upon the forehead of this action. 
For the wide world's revenue. 

Hed, I am yours. 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. — 
I have a roisting challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits j 
I was adv^rtis'd, their great general slept. 
Whilst emulation in the army crept j 
This, J presume, will wake him. [£jri/n/» 



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 3?; 



SCENE III. 

The Grecian Camp, Before Achilles' Tent. 

Enter Tii ersites. 

Ther. How now, Thersites ? what, lost in the la- 
byrinth of thy fury ? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it 
thus ? he beats me, and I rail at him : O worthy sa- 
tisfaction ! 'would, it were otherwise j that I could 
beat him, whilst he rail'd at me : 'Sfoot, TU learn to 
conjure and raise devils, but Til see some issue of my 
spiteful execrations. Then there's Achilles,— a rare 
engineer. If Troy be not taken till these two under- 
mine it, the walls will stand till they fall of them- 
selves. O thou gi'eat thunder-darter of Olympus, 
forget that thou art Jove the king of gods j and. Mer- 
cury, lose all the serpentine craft of thy Caduceus ; if 
ye take not that little little less-than-little wit from 
them that they have ! which short-jirm'd ignorance 
itself knows is so abundant scarce, it will not in cir- 
cumvention deliver a fly from a spider, without draw- 
ing their massy irons, and cutting the web**. After 
this, the vengeance on the whole camp ! or, rather^ 
the bone-ache ! for that, methinks, is the curse de- 
pendant on those that war for a placket. I have said 
my prayers j and devil, env)', say Amen. What, bo ! 
my lord Achilles ! 
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Enter Patroclus. 

Pair. Who's there ? Thersites ? Good Thersites, 
come in and rail. 

Ther. If I could have remember'd a gilt counter- 
feit^ thou would'st not have slipp'd out of my contem- 
plation: but it is no matter j Thyself upon thyself! 
The common curse of mankind^ folly and ignorance, 
be thine in great revenue ! heaven bless thee firom a 
tutor, and discipline come not near thee! Let tby 
blood be thy direction till thy death ! then if she, that 
Jays thee out^ says — thou art a fair corse^ 1*11 be sworn 
and sworn upon*t^ she never shrouded any but lazars. 
Amen. Where's Achilles ? 

Patr, What, art thou devout ? wast thou in prayer ? 

Ther. Ay } the heavens hear me ! 

£n/er AciiiLLEB, 

Jchii. Who's there ? 

Patr. Thersites, my lord. 

Achii. Where, where? — Art thou come? Why, 
my cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not serv'd 
thyself in to my table so many meals ? Come j what's 
Agamemnon ? > 

Ther. Xhy conmiander, Achilles ; — ^Then tell me, 
Patroclus, what's Achilles ? 

Patr. Thy lord, Thersites 3 Then tell me, I pray 
thee, what's thyself? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus j Then tell me, Pa- 
troclus, what art thou ? 
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Tker. rU decline the whole question. Agamem- 
non commands Achilles; Achilles is my lord; I am 
Fatrodas' knower 3 and Patroclus is a fool. 

Patr. You rascal! 

TAer. Peace, fool ; I have not done. 

Achil. He is a privileg*d man — ^Proceed^ Thereitet. 

T*her. Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fool ; 
Th^rsites is a ibol ; and^ as aforesaid, Patroclus is a 
fool. 

AckiL Derive this ; come. 

Ther, Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles } Achilles is a fool to be commanded of 
Agamemnon i Thersites is a fool, to serve such a fool ; 
and Patroclus is a fool positive. 

Patr. Why am I a fool ? 

Ther. Make that demand of the prover. — ^It suffices 
me, thou art. Look you, who comes here } 

Enter Agamemnon, Ultsses, Nestor, Dio* 

MBDES, aitcf Ajax. 

AckH. Patroclus, 1*11 speak with nobody: — Come 
in with me, Thersites. [Exit. 

Ther. Here is sudi patchery, such juggling, and 
Such knavery! all the argument is, a cud^old, and a 
whore ; A good quarrel, to draw emulous factions, 
and bleed to death upon. Now the dry serpigo on the 
subject ! and war, and lechery, confound dl ! [HxiY. 

Agam. Where is Achi^es? 
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Pair. Within his tent ; but ill-dispos'd, my lorcL 

Agam, Let it be known to him, that we are here. 
He shent our messengers; and we lay by 
Our appertainments, visiting of him : 
Ijet him be told so ; lest, perchance, he think 
We dare not move the question of our place. 
Or know not what we are. 

Pair. I shall say so to him. 

[ExU. 

Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of his tent ; 
He is not sick. 

Ajax, Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart: you may 
call it melancholy, if you will favour the man; but, 
by my head, *tis pride: But why, why? let him show 
us a cause. — A word, my lord. 

[Takes Agamemnon aside. 

Nest. What moves Ajax thas to bay at him ? 
. Uiyss. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 

Nest. Who ? Thersites ? 

U/ys. He. 

Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost 
his argument. 

. Ulyss, No; you see, he is his argument, that has 
his argument; Achilles. 

' Nest. All the better^ their fraction is more our 
wish, than their faction : fiut it was a strong com-^ 
posure, a fool could disunite. 

Ulyss. The amity, that wisdom knits not, fdlymay. 
easily untie. Here comes Patroclus. 
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Rt'cnter Patroclus. 

Nest, No Achilles with him. 

Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but m ne for 
courtesy : his legs are legs for necessity, not for 
flexure. 

Patr. Achilles bids me say — he is much sorry. 
If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness, and this noble stite. 
To call upon him ; he hopes, it is no other. 
But, for your healtli and your digestion sake. 
An after-dinner's breath. 

A gam. Hear you, Patroclus;— 

We are too well acquainted with these answers : 
But his evasion, wing'd thus swift with scorn. 
Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 
Much attribute he hath ; and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him : yet all his virtues, — 
Not virtuously on his own part beheld, — 
Do, in our eyes, begin to lose their gloss ; 
Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish. 
Are like to rot un tasted. Go and tell him, 
We come to speak with him : And you shall not «in, ' 
If you do say — we think him over-proud. 
And under-honest; in self-assumplion greater. 
Than in the note of judgement; and wortliier than 

himself 
Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on ; 
Disguise the holy strength of their command, 
•*And underwrite in an observing kind 
His humorous predominance; yea, watch ' 
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j4jax, I do hate a proud man, as I hate the engeiH 
dering of toads. 

Nest. And yet he loves himself: Is it not stmnge^ 

[Aside. 

Re-enter Ultssss. 

Ufyss, Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 

Agam. What's hb excuse ? 

Ulyss. He doth rely on none ; 

But carries on the stream of his dispose. 
Without observance or respect of any. 
In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam. Why will he not, upon our fair request, 
Untent his person, and share the air with us ? 

Ulyss, Things small as nothing, for reque8t*s sake 
only. 
He makes important: Possess'd he is with greatness ^ 
And speaks not to himself, but with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breath : imagined worth 
Hcdds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse. 
That, 'twixt his mental and his active parts,^ 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion r^ges. 
And batters down himself: What should I say ? 
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it 
Cry -^ No recovery. 

Agam. Let Ajax go to him.— 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent: 
Tis said, he holds you well} and will be led. 
At your request, a little from himself. 

U/yss. O Agamemnon, let it not be so ! 



384 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA* 

We*ll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they go fh)m Achilles: Shall the proud lord. 
That bastes his arrogance with his own seam*^; 
And never suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts,— save such as do revolve 
And ruminate himself, — shall he be worshipped 
Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 
No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquired) 
Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit. 
As amply titled as Achilles is. 
By going to Achilles : 
That were to enlard his fat-already pride; 
And add more coals to Cancer, when he bums 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 
This lord go to him! Jupiter forbid; 
And say in thunder — Achilles, go to hhn. 
Nest. O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him. 

[Aside, 
Dio, And how his silence drinks up this applause ! 

[Aside. 
Ajax. If I go to him, with my arm*d fist Til pash 
him 
Over the fiice. 

^ganiA O, no, you shall not go. 

<^V7x. An he be proud with me, 1*11 pheeze hit 
pride ^: 
Let me go to him. 

^^2fss, Not for the worth that hangs upon our 
quarrel. 



->^ 
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Ajax» A paltry^ insolent felloW/ 



'Ntst. How he describes 

Himself! lA^vit. 

Ajax. Can he not be sociable ? 
VUfH, The raven 

Chides blackness. [Aside. 

Ajax. I will let his humours blood. 

Agam. He'll be physician, that should be the pa* 4 

tient. lAside. , 

Ajax. An all men 
Were o'my mind, 
U/ffss» Wit would be out of fashion. 

. lAnde^ 
Ajat, He should not bear it so. 
He should eat swords first: Shall pride cany it ? 
Nest. An 'twould, you'd carry half. lAside, 

Ufyss. He'd hare ten shares. 

lAside. 

Ajax. I'll knead him, I will make him supple : 

Nest. He's not 3ret thorough warm : force him with 

praises : 

Pour in, pour in } his ambidon is dry. [Aside. 

Ulyss. My lord, you feed too much on this dislike. 

To Agamemnon. 
Nest, Our noble general, do not do so. 
Dio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 
Uiyss. Why, 'tis thi* mming of him does him 
harm. 
Here is a man— But 'tis before his £ice; 
I will be silent. 
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Nest, Wherefore should you so ? 

He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 

Ulyss, Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 

^'ox. A whoresbn dog, that shall palter thus with 
us! . 
I would, he were a Trojan ! 

Nest. What a vice 

Were it in Ajax now 

Ul}fss. If he were proud? 

Dio. Or covetous of praise ? 

Ulyss, Ay, or surly borne? 

Dith Or strange,' or self-afFected ? 

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet 
composure; 
Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck: 
Fam*d be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fem'd, beyond all erudition : 
But he that disciplin*d thy arms to fight. 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain. 
And give him half: and, for thy vigour. 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. 1*11 not praise thy wisdom. 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts : Here's Nestor,— 
Instructed by the antiquary times. 
He must, he is, he cannot but be wisej- — 
But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
As green as Ajax', and your brain so temper*d. 
You should not have the eminence of him. 
But be as Ajax. 
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Ajax, Shall I call you father? 

Ne9t, Ay, my good son. 

Dio, , Be rul*d by him^ lord Ajax* 

Ulyss, There is no tarrying here ; the. hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war $ 
Fresh kings are come to Trojr : To-morrow, 
We must with all our main of power stand fast: 
And here*s a lord,— come knights from east to west^ 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

A gam. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep: 
Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw 
deep. [Exami. 
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Fan. At whose pleasure, friend ? 

Sero. At mine, sir, and theirs that love musick. 

Pan, Command, I mean, friend. 

Sere. Who shall I command, sir ? 

Pan. Friend, we understand not one another; I am 
too courtly, and thou art too cunning : At whose re- 
quest do these men play ? 

Sere. That's to't, indeed, sir: Many, sir, at the 
request of Paris my lord, who is there in person 5 with 
him, the mortal Venus, the heart-hlood of beauty, 
love's invisible soul. 

Fan, Who, my cousin Cressida? 

Scrv, No, sir, Helen ; Could you not find out that 
by her attributes ? 

Fan, It shoiild seem, fellow, that thou hast not 
seen the lady Cressida. I come to speak with Paris 
from the prince Troilus : I will make a complimental 
assault upon him, for my business seeths. 

Sero, Sodden business! there's a 8tew*d phrase, 
indeed! 

Enter Paris and Helek, attended. 

Fan, Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair 
company ! fair desires, in all ^r measure, fairly guide 
them I especially to you, fair queen ! &ir thoughts be 
your fair pillow ! 

Helen. Dear lord, yon are full of £ur words. 

Fan, You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen. 
— Fair prince^ here is good broken musick^ 



TBOILUS AND CRESSIDA. 391 

^ Pom, What says my sweet queen ? — my very very 
sweet queen ? 

Par, What exploit's in hand? where sups he to- 
night? 

Helen'. Nay, but my lord. 

Pan, What sap my sweet queen ?. — My cousin will 
fall out with you. You must not know where he 
sups. 

Par, 1*11 lay my life, with my disposer Cres- 
sida**. 

Pan, No, no, no such matter, you are wide ', come, 
your disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, 1*11 make excuse. 

Pan, Ay, good my lord. Why should you say — 
Cressida I no, your poor disposer's sick. 

Par, I spy. 

Pan, You spy ! what do you spy ? — Come, give mo 
an instrument. — Now, sweet queen. 

Helen, Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan, My niece is horribly in love with a thing you 
have, sweet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lorcl, if it be not my 
lord Paris. 

Pan. He! no, she*ll none of him 3 they two are 
twain. 

Helen, Falling in, after falling out, may make them 
three. 

Pan, Come, come, I'll hear no more of this; III 
sing you a song now. 
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Helen. Ay, slj, pr*]rthee now. By my troths tweet 
lord> thou hast a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay> you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy song be lore : this love will undo ut 
all. O, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

Pan. Love ! ay, that it shall, i*fiuth. 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, notlung but love. 

Pan, In good troth, it begins so : 

Lofve, lave, nothing but lave, still more! 

For, ok, lave*s bow 

Shoots buck and doe : 

The shaft confounds 

Not that it wounds. 
But tickles still the sore. 

These lovers ay — Oh I oh ! they He ! 

Yet that which seems the wound to kill. 
Doth turn oh! oh! to ha! ha! he! 

So dying lave lives still: 
Oh ! oh ! a while, but ha ! ha ! ha ! 
Oh ! oh ! groans out for ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Hey ho! 

Helen. In love, i*faith, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love; and that 
breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, 
and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is 
love. 
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Pan. Is this the generation of love ? hot Uood, hot 
thoughts^ and hot deeds? — ^Why, they are vipers: 
Is love a generation of vipers? Sweet lord^ who's a- 
field to-day ? 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and 
all the gallantry of Troy: I would fain have arm*d to- 
day, but my Nell would not have it so. How chance 
my brother Troilus went not? 

Helen, He hangs the lip at somethings — you know 
all, lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen. — I long to heal^ 
how they sped to-day. — You'll remember your bro* 
ther*s excuse ? 

Par, To a hair. 

Pan, Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen, Commend me to your niece. 

Pan. 1 will, sweet queen. lExit 

{A retreat sounded. 

Par, They are come from field : let as to Priam's 
hall. 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo 

you 
To help unarm our Hector: his stubborn buckles. 
With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd. 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of steel. 
Or force of Greekish sinews'; you shall do more 
Than all the island kings, disarm great Hector. 

Helen. Twill make us proud to be his servant 
Paris: 
Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty 



394 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 

Gives us more palxh in beauty than we have; 
Yea, overshines ourself. 
Par. Sweet, above thoi^ht I love thee. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IT. 

The Same. Pandanu* Orchard, 

Enter P a n d a r u s and a Servant, meeting. 

Pan. How now ? where*s thy master ? at my cousin 
Cressida*s ? 

Scrv, No, sir ; he stays for you to conduct him 
thither. 

JEw/er Troilus. 

Pan. O, here he comes. — How now, how now? 

Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [Exit Seroant. 

Pan. Have you seen my cousin ? 

Tro. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door. 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me swift transportance to those fields. 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Propos*d for the deserver! O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings. 
And fiy with me to Cressid ! 

Pan. Walk here i*the orchard, 1*11 bring her straight. 

[Exit Pandarus. 

Tro. I am giddy; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary rdbh is so sweet 
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*Iliat it enchants my sense 3 What will it he. 
When that the watry palate tastes indeed 
Love's* thrice-reputed nectar? deaths I fear mej 
Swooning destruction -, or some joy too fine. 
Too subtle-potent, tun'd too sharp in sweetness. 
For the capacity of my ruder powers : 
I fear it much; and I do fear besides. 
That I shall lose distinction in my joys; 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pm. She's making her ready, she'll come straight: 
you must be witty now. She does so blush, and 
fetches her wind so short, as if she were fray'd with a 
sprite: I'll fetch her. It is the prettiest villain: — she 
fetches her breath as short as a new-ta'en sparrow. 

[£xiV Pandanu, 

Tro, Even such a passion doth embrace my bosom: 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse; 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose. 
Like vassalage at unawares encount'ring 
The eye of majesty. 

Enter Pandarus and Cressida. 

Pan. Come, come, what need you blush ? shame's 
a baby. — Here she is now : swear the oaths now to 
her, that you have sworn to me. — What, are you gone 
again ? you must be watch'd ere you be made tame, 
must you? Come your ways, come your ways; an 
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Trih O, let my lady apprehend no fear: in all Cu- 
pid's pageant there is presented no monster. 

Cres, Nor nothing monstnras neither? 

Tro, Nothing, but our undertakings; when we 
vow to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers $ 
thinking it harder for our mistress to devise imposi- 
tion enough, than for us to undergo any difficulty im- 
posed. This is the monstruosity in love, lady, — that 
the will is infinite, and the execution confined ; that 
the desire is boundless, and the act a slave to limit 

Cres. They say, all lovers swearraore performance 
than they are able, and yet reserve an ability that they 
never perform ; vowing more than the perfection of 
ten, and discharging less than the tenth part of one. 
They that have the voice of lions, and the act (Shares, 
are they not monsters ? 

Tro^ Are there such ? such are not we : Praise us as 
we are tasted, allow us as we prove ; our head shall 
go bare, till merit crown it: no perfection in rever- 
sion shall have a praise in present : we will not name 
desert, before his birth 5 and, being bom, his addition 
shall be humble. Few words to ^ir feith : Troilus 
shall be snch to Cressid, as what envy can say worst, 
shall be a mock for bis truth ; and what truth can 
speak truest, not truer than Troilus. 

Cres, Will you walk in, my lord? 

Re'enter Pan da n us. 

Pan. What^ blushing still? have jmx aot done 
talking yet ? 
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Cres. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedtotte 
to you. 

Pan. I thank you for that ; if my lord get a boy of 
you, you'll give him me : Be trae to my lord : if he 
^inch, chide me for it. 

► Tro, You know now your hostages $ your uncle's 
word, and my firm faith. 

Pan, Nay, I'll give my word for her tooj our 
kindred, though they be long ere they are woo'd, 
they are constant, being won : they are burs, I can 
tell you) they'll stick where they are thrown. . 

Cres. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me 
heart: — 
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day. 
For many weary months. 

Tro, Why was my Cressid then so hard to win ? 

Cres. Hard to seem won ; but I was won, my lord. 
With the first glance that ever — Pardon mej— 
If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 
I love you now; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it : — in faith, I lie> 
My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother : See, we fools ! 
Why have I blabb'd ? who shall be true to us. 
When we are so unsecret to ourselves ? 
But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not j 
And yet, good faith, I wish'd myself a man ; 
Or that we women had men's privilege 
Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue; 
For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak 
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The thing I shdll repent. See, see, your silence. 
Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel : Stop my mouth. 

Tro, And shall, albeit sweet musick issues thence. 

Pan. Pretty, i'faith. 

Cres, My lord, I do beseech you, pardon mej 
*Twas not my purpose, thus to beg a kiss : 
I am asham'd;— O heavens! what have I done?— 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

Tro, Your leave, sweet Cressid ? 

Pan, heave ! , an you take leave till to-morrow 
morning, 

Cres, Pray you, content you. 

Tro, What offends you, lady ? 

Cres, Sir, mine own company. 

Tro, You cannot shun 

Yourself. 

Crcs, Let me go and try : 
I have a kii^d of self resides with you ; 
But an unkind self, that itself will leave. 
To be another*s fool. I would be gone : — 
Where is my wit? I know not what I speak. 

Tro. Well know they what they speak, that speak 
so wisely. 

Cres, Perchance, my lord, I show more craft than 
love J 
An(} fell so roundly to a large confession. 
To angle for your thoughts : But you are wise j 
Or else you love not j For to be wise, and love. 
Exceeds man*s mighty that dwells with gods above. 
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When water-drops have worn the stones of Troy, 

And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up. 

And mighty states characterless are grated 

To dusty nothing ; yet let memory. 

From false to false, among false maids in love. 

Upbraid my falsehood ! when they have said— a« 

false 
As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth. 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 
Pard to the hind, or step-dame to her son ; 
Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of ^Isehood, 
As false as Crossid. 

Pan, Go to, a bargain made : seal it, seal it ; 1*11 
be the witness.^-Here I hold your hand j here, my 
cousin*s. If ever you prove false one to another, since 
I have taken such pains to bring you together, let all 
pitiful goers-bctwcen be call'd to tlie world's end after 
my name, call them all — Pandars 5 let all constant 
men be Troiluses, all ^Ise women Cressids, and all 
brokers-between Pandars ! say, amen, 

Tro, Amen. 

Cres. Amen. 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will show you a cham- 
ber and a bed, which bed, because it shall not speak 
of your pretty encounters, press it to death : away. 

And Cupid grant all tongue- ty'd maidens here. 

Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this geer ! 
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Whom Troy hath still deny'd : But this Antenor^ 
I know, is such a wrest in their affairs. 
That their negociations all must slack. 
Wanting his manage ; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 
In change of him : let him be sent, great princes^ 
And he shall buy my daughter 5 and her presence 
Shall quite strike off all service I have done. 
In most accepted pain^^. 

Again, Let Diomed bear him» 

And bring us Cressid hither 5 Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us. — Grood Diomed, 
Furnish you fairly for this interchange : 
Withal, bring word — if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answered in his challenge : Ajax is ready. 

Dio. This shall I undertake ; and *tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. 

[Exeunt Diomedes and Calchas. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclits, before their Tent. 

Ulf/si. Achilles stands i*the entrance of his tent:— 
Please it our general to pass strangely by him. 
As if he were forgot ; — and, princes all. 
Lay negligent and loose regard upon him :— , 
I will come last : *Tis like, he*ll question me. 
Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why tum'd on 

him: 
If so, I have derision med*cinable. 
To use between your strangeness and his pride. 
Which bis own will shall have desire to drink ^ 
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It maj do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself^ but pride ^ for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man*s feeg, 

Agam, We'll execute your purpose^ and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along;— 
So do each lord ; and either greet him not. 
Or eise disdainfully, which shall shake him more 
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 

Achil. What, comes the general to speak with roe? 
You know my mind, I'll fight no more 'gainst Troy. 

Agam, What says Achilles ? would he aught with 
us? 

Nest. Would you, my lord, aught with the general.^ 

AcJuL No. 

Nest. Nothing, my lord. 

Agam. The better. 

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Nettor, 

AcMl, Good day, good day. 

Men. How do you ? how do you ? 

[Exit Mendaus, 

AchiL What, does the cuckold scorn me? 

Ajax, How now, Patrodus ? 

AcML Good monow, Ajax. 

Ajax. Ha ? 

AcM. Good morrow. 

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. 

lExU Ajax. 

Addl. What mean these Mows ? know they not 
Achilles ? 
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Pair, They pass by strangely : they were us*d to 
bend^ 
To send their smiles before tliem to Achilles ; 
To come as humbly^ as they us*d to creep 
To holy altars. 

Achit, What, am I poor of late ? 

'Tis certain. Greatness, once fallen out with fortune. 
Must hll out with men too : What the declin*d is. 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others. 
As feel in his own M : for men, like butterflies. 
Show not their mealy wings, but to the summer 5 
And not a man, for being simply man. 
Hath any honour j but honour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour. 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit: 
Which when they fall, as being slippery standers. 
The love that lean*d on them as slippery too. 
Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. But *tis not so with me: 
Fortune and I are friends; I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess. 
Save these men's looks ; who do, methinks, find out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses; 
1*11 interrupt his reading.^ 
How now, Ulysses ? 

Uli/ss. Now, great Thetis* son ? 

Achil. What are you reading ? 

Uly8s, A strange fellow here 

Writes me. That man— how dearly ever parted. 
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How much in having, or without, or in,— 
Cannot make boast to have that which he hath. 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection j 
As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the first giver. 

AchiL This is not strange, Ulysses. 

The beauty that is borne here in the face. 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others* eyes : nor doth the eye itself 
(That most pure spirit of sense) behold itself. 
Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos*d 
Salutes each other with each other's form. 
For speculation turns not to itself. 
Till it hath travelled, and is marry*d there 
Where it may see itself: this is not strange qt al}. 

Ulj/ss. I do not strain at the position. 
It is familiar; but at the author*s diift: 
Who, in his circumstance, expressly proves -r 
That no man is the lord of any thing, 
(Though in and of him there be much consisting,) 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himself know them for aught 
Till he behold them form'd in the applause 
Where they are extended) which, like an arch, rcr 

verberates 
The voice again; or like a gate of steel 
Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 
His figure and his heat. I was much wrapt in this^ 
And apprehended here imm^iately 
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The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there ! a very horse ; 

That has he knows not what. Nature^ what things 

there are. 
Most abject in regard, and (Jear in use ! 
What things again most dear in the esteem. 
And poor in worth ! Now shall we see to-morrow^ 
An act that very chance doth throw uppn him, 
Ajax renown*d. O heavens, what some men do. 
While some men leave to do ! 
*^How some men creep in skittish fortune's hall. 
Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes ! 
How one man eats into another's pride. 
While pride is fasting in his wantonness ! 
To see these Grecian lords I — why, even already 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder ; 
As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast. 
And great Troy shrinking. 

Achil, I do believe it: for they passed by me. 
As misers do by beggars; neither gave to me 
Good word, nor look : What, are my deeds forgot ? 

Ulyss. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back. 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 
A great-siz*d monster of ingratitudes : 
Those scraps are good deeds past) which are de- 
voured 
As fiist as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done : Perseverance, dear my lord. 
Keeps honour bright : To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
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In monumental mockexy. Take the instant way ; 

For honour travels in a strait so narrow. 

Where one but goes abreast : keep then the path ; 

For emulation hath a thousand sons. 

That one by one pursue : If you give way. 

Or hedge aside from the direct forthright. 

Like to an entered tide, they all rush by. 

And leave you hindmost; — 

Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rank. 

Lie there for pavement to tlie abject rear, 

0*er-ruxl and trampled on : Then what they do in 

present. 
Though less than yours in past, must o*ertop yours : 
For time is like a fashionable host. 
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand; 
And with his arms out- stretched, as he would fly, 
Grasps-in the comer : Welcome ever smiles. 
And farewell goes out ^ghing. O, let not virtue seek 
Hemuneration for the thing it was; 
For beauty, wit. 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service. 
Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious and calumniating time. 
One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, — 
That all, with one consent, praise new-bom gawds. 
Though they are made and moulded of things past; 
And give to dust, that is a little g'dt. 
More laud than gilt o*er-dusted. 
The present eye praises the present object : 
Then marvel not, thou great and complete man. 
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That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax ; 
Since things in motion sooner catch the eye. 
Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee. 
And still it mighty and yet it may again^ 
If thou would*st not entomb thyself alive. 
And case thy reputation in thy tent^ 
Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late, 
'^Made emulous missions ^mongst the gods them- 
selves. 
And drave great Mars to facftion. 

Jchil. Of this my privacy 

I have strong reasons* 

Ulj/ss, But 'gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and heroical : 
'Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughters, 

AchiL Ha! known? 

Uj/ss. Is that a wonder I 
The providence that's in a watchful state. 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus* gold) 
Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps; 
** Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the gods. 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 
There is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst never meddle) in the soul of state; 
Which hath an operation more divine. 
Than breath, or pen, can give expressure to: 
All the comm(^rce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord; 
And better would it fit Achilles much. 
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Achil, Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclusi 
1*11 send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat. 
To see us here unarm' d : I have a woman's longings 
An appetite that I am sick withal. 
To see great Hector in his weeds of peace j 
To talk with him, and to behold his visage. 
Even to my full of view. A labour sav'd ! 

JEn/e-y Therbites. 

Ther. A wonder ! 

Jchil. What? 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the fields asking for 
himself. 

AchiL How so? 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with Hector; 
and is so propheticaUy proud of an heroical cudgelling, 
that he raves in saying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be ? 

Ther. Why, he stalks up and down like a peacock, 
a stride, and a stand : ruminates, like an hostess, that 
hath no aritbmetick but lier brain to set down her 
reckoning : bites his lip with a politick regard, as who 
should say— there were wit in this head, an 'twould 
out; and so there is; but it lies as coldly in him as fire 
in a flint, which will not show without knocking. The 
man's undone for ever; for if Hector break not hit 
neck i'the combat, he'll break it himself in vain-glory. 
He knows not me: 1 said. Good morrow, Ajax; and 
he replies^ Thanks y Agamemnon. What think you of 
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this man, that takes me for the general ? He is grown 
a very land-fish, languageless, a monster. A plague 
of opinion ! a man may wear it on both sides, like a 
leather jerkin. 

j4ckiL Thou must be my embassador to him^ 
Thersites. 

T/ter. Who, I? why, he'll answer nobody; he pro- 
fesses not answering ; speaking is for beggars ; he 
wears his tongue in his arms. I will put on his pre- 
tence 5 let Patroclus make demands to me, you shall 
see the pageant of Ajax. 

Achil. To him, Patroclus: Tell him,— I humbly 
desire the valiant Ajax, to invite the most valorous 
Hector to come unarm*d to my tent ; and to procure 
safe conduct for his person, of the magnanimous, and 
most illustrious, six-or- seven-times-honour* d captain- 
general of the Grecian army, Agamemnon. Do this. 

Patr. Jove bless great Ajax. 

Tlier. Humph! 

Patr, I come from the worthy Achilles, 

T/ier. Ha! 

Patr, Who most humbly desires you, to invite 
Hector to his tent 5 

Ther. Humph! 

Pair. And to procure safe conduct from Aga- 
memnon. 

Tkcr. Agamemnon? 

Patr. Ay, my lord. 

T/ier. Ha! 

Patr, What say you tot? 
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Ther. God be wi' you, with all my heart. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. If to-morrow be a feir day, by eleven o'clock 
it will go one way or other > howsoever, he shall pay 
' for me ere he has me. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther. No, but he's out o'tune thas. What musick 
will be in him when Hector has knock*d out his 
brains, I know not: But, I am sure, none; unless the 
fiddler Apollo get his sinews to make catlings on. 

AchiL Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him 
straight. 

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse ; for that's 
the more capable creature. 

AchU, My mind is troubled, like a fountain stirr'd j 
And I myself see not the bottom of it. 

[Exeunt Achilles and Pairoclti4. 

Ther. 'Would the fountain of your mind were clear 
again, that I might water an ass at it! I had rather 
be a tick in a sheep^ than such a valiant ignorance. 

lEsit. 
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ACT IF. SCENE I. 

Troy, A Street, 

Enter, at one side, ^keas, and Servant, with a torch; 
at the other, Paris, Dei phot us. An ten or, 
DiOMEDKS, and Others, vsith torches. 

Par. See, ho! who's that there? 

Dei. Tis the lord ^neai; 

^ne. Is the prince there in person ? — 
Had I so good occasion to lie long. 
As you, prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Dio. That's my mind too.— Good morrow, loitl 
^neas. 

Par. A valiant Greek, ^neasj take his hand: 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You told — how Diomed, a whole week by days. 
Did haunt you in the £eld. 

ZSne. Health to you, valiant sir« 

During all question of the gentle truce ^* : 
But when I meet you arm*d, as black defiance. 
As heart can think, or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm 5 and, so long, healths 
But when contention and occasion meet. 
By Jove, I'll play the hunter for thy life. 
With all my force, pursuit, and policy. 
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Mne. And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward.— In humane gentleness^ 
Welcome to Troy! now, by Anchises* life. 
Welcome, indeed ! By Venus* hand I swear^ 
No man alive can love, in such a sort. 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Dio. We sympathize : — Jove, let ^neas live, , 
If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 
A thousand complete courses of the sun ! 
But, in mine emulous honour, let him die. 
With every joint a wound j and that to-morrow S 

^ne. We know each other well. 

Dio, We do) and long to know each other worsen 

Par, This is the most despiteful gentle greeting. 
The noblest hateful love, that e*er I heard of,— • 
What business, lord, so early ? 

uE/ie. I was sent for to the king 5 but why, I know 
not. 

Par. His purpose meets you: Twas to bring this 
Greek 
To Calchas* house; and there to render him. 
For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid : 
Let's have your company; or, if you please. 
Haste there before us: I constantly do think, 
(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge,) 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night; 
Rouse him, and give him note of our approach. 
With the whole quality wherefore: I fear, 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

£ne. ThatI asiurejrou; 
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Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Far. There is no help; 

The bitter disposition of the time 
Will have it so. On, lord j we'll follow you. 

JEne, Good morrow, all. \_ExiL 

Par. And tell me, noble Diomed; 'faith, tell me 
true. 
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship,— 
Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best. 
Myself, or Menelaus ? 

Dio. Both alike : 

He merits well to have her, that doth seek her 
(Not making any scruple of her soilure,) 
With such a hell of pain, and world of charge; 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
(Not palating the taste of her dishonour,) 
With such a costly loss of wealth and friends * 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece; 
You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors : 
Both merits pois'd, each weighs nor less nor more; 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman. 

Dio. She's bitter to her country : Hear me, Paris,— 
For every false drop in her bawdy veins . 
A Grecian's life hath sunk; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been slain : since she could speak. 
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Sht hath not given so many good words breathy 
As for her Greeks and Trojans sofier^d death. 
Par. Fair Dioined, yoQ do as chapmen do, 
Di^raise the thing that 70a desire to buy : 
But we in silence hold this virtue Well> — 
We'll not commend what we intend to sell. 
Here lies our way. [£mim#« 

SCENE II. 

The Same. Court before the Hoiue qfPandarut. 

Enter Troilus and Crcssida. 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself; the mom is cold. 

Cres, Then, sweet my lord, I'll call mine unck 
down) 
He shall unbolt the gates. 

Tro. Trouble him not; 

To bed, to bed : Sleep kill those pretty eyes. 
And give as soft attachment to thy senses. 
As infants' empty of all thought ! 

Cres. Good niorrow thea. 

Tro. •Pr'ythee now, to bed. 

Cres, Are you aweary of me ? 

Tro. O Cressida ! but that the busy day, 
Wak'd by the laik, hath rons'd the ribald crows. 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
I would not ftom thee. 

Cres. Night hath been too brief. 

VOL. IX. o o 
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Tro.' Besbrew the witch! with venomous wightt 
she stays. 
As tediously as hell; but flies the grasfis of loye> 
With wings more momentary-swift than thought. 
You will catch cold, and curse me. 

Cres, Pr'y thee, tarry j — 

You men will never tarry. 

foolish Cressid ! — I might have still held off. 
And then you would have tarry'd. Hark ! there's one up. 

Pan. [Witkin.] What, are all the doors open here K 
Tro» It is your uncle. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres. A pestilence on him ! now will he be 'modiing : 

1 shall have such a life, 

Pan. How now, how now? how go maidenheads? 
—Here, you rmud! where's my cousin Cressid? 
Cres. Go hang' yourself, you naughty modiDg 
uncle! 
You bring me fo do> and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what ? to do what ? — ^let her say what : 
what have I brought you to do ? 

Cres. Come, come ; ' beshrew your heart! you*ll 
ne*er be good. 
Nor suffer others. 

Pan. Ha, ha! Alas, poor wretch! a poorcapoc^ 
chia^!~hast not slept to-night? would he not, a 
naughty n^, let it sleep ? a bugbear take him ! 

iKnocking. 
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Crt». Did not I tell you ? — ^"woald he were knock'd 
o'the head ! 
Who*8 that at door? good uncle> go and see.— 
My lord, come you again into my chamber: 
You smile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 
Tro. Ha, ha ! 

Crea. Come, you are deceiv'd, I think of no such 
thing. — [Knocking. 

How earnestly they knock!— pray you, come inj 
I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

[Exeunt Troibu and Crt$dda. 
Pan. [Going to the door."] Who's there ? what's the 
matter? wiU you beat down the door? How now? 
whafs the matter? 

Enter ^neas. 

^ne. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 

Pan, Who's there ? my lord .^Bneas ? By my troths 
I knew you not: what news with you so early? 

^ne. Is not prince Troilus here ? 

Pan. Here ! what should he do here ? 

JEne. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny 
him; 
It doth import him much, to speak with me. 

Pan. Is he here, say you? 'tis more than I know, 
1*11 be sworn : — For my own part, I came in late : 
What should he do here ? 

JEne. Who! — ^nay, then:— 
Come^ come, you'll do him wrong ere you are 'ware: 
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Yoa'U be so true to him, to be fidse to him: 

Do not you know of him, yet go fetch him hither; 

Go. 

As Pandarus is going out, enter Troilus. 

Tro» How now? what*s the matter? 

JEne. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute you. 
My matter is so rash : There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver*d to us; and for him forthwith. 
Eve the first sacrifice, within this hour. 
We must give up to Diomedes* hand 
The lady Cressida. 

Tro, Is it so concluded? 

JEne, By Priam, and the geoenA state of Troy : 
Ihey are at hand, and ready to e£fect it. 

Tro. How my achievements mock me! 
I will go meet them: and, my lord JEaeas, 
We met by chance; you did not find me here. 

^ne. Good, good, my lord; the secrets of natoro 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 

lExeunt Trcilus and JEneat. 

Pan. Is't possible? no sooner got, but lost? The 
devil take Antenor ! the young prince will go mad. 
Aplague upon Antenor I I woaU, they had brobe's 
aeckl 
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Enter Cressida. 

Cres. How now? What is the matter? Who was 
here? 

Pan. Ah, ah! 

Orrs. Why sigh you so profoundly? where's my 
lord gone? 
Tell me, sweet uncle, what's the matter? 

Pan. 'Would I were as deep under the earth, as I 
am above ! 

Cres. O the gods! — ^what's the matter? 

Pan. Pr'3rthee, get thee in$ 'Would thou hadst ne'er 
been born ! I knew, thou would'st be his death :^- 

poor gentleman ! — A plague upon Antenor ! 
Cres. Good uncle, I beseech you on my knees, 

1 beseech you, what's the matter ? 

Pan. Thou must be gone, wench, thoA mustbd 
gone; thou art changed for Antenor: thou must to 
thy father, and be gone from Troilus; 'twill be liis 
death ; 'twill be his bane; he cannot bear it* 

Cres, O you immortal gods ! — ^I will not go. 

Pan. Thou must 

Cres. I will not, uncle: I have forgot my &ther; 
I know no touch of consanguinity; 
No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me. 
As the sweet Troilus.-^-O you gods divine \ 
Make Cressid's name the very crown of £dsehood. 
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and death. 
Do to this body what extremes you can ; 
But the strong base and building of my love 
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SCENE IK 

The Same* A Room in Pandarus* House. 
Enter Paitdarus and Crehsipa. 

Pan. Be modente, be moderate. 

Cres. Why tell 70a me of moderation ? 
The grief is fine^ full, perfect^ that I taste. 
And violeoteth in a sense as strong 
As that which causeth it : How can I moderate it? 
If I could tempbrite with my affection. 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate. 
The like allajrment could I give my grief: 
My love admits no qualifying dross ; 
No more my grief, on such a precious loss. 

finder Troilus. 

Pan. Here, here, here he comes.— Ah sweet 
ducks! 

Cres, O Troilus ! Troilas ! [Embracwg him. 

Pan. What a pair. of spectacles is here ! Let me 
embrace too : heart, ^-^g the goodly saying is,*- 

hearty heavy heart. 
Why sigh'st thou without breaking^ 
where he answers again. 

Because thou canst not ease thy smart. 
By friendship, nor by speaking. 
There never was a truer rhyme. Let us cast away 
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Dotbiog, fi>r we may lire to hare need of mdi a Tene; 
we tee it, we see it.— How dow, lamtw? 

Tro. Creuid, I love thee in so strain'd a parity, 
Tliat the blest goda — as angry with my bacy. 
More bright in zeal than ttie devotion which 
Cold lips blow.to their deities, — take thee from me. 

Cra. Have the gods envy ? 

Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay; 'tia too pl«0 a eHS. 

Cm, Aod ii it tnie, that I most go from Troy! 

Tro. A hatefiil trnUi. 

Cm. What, and fiom TrailQa too?. 

Tro. From Troy, and TroUns. 

Crei. Is it pOMible } 

Tro. And suddenly; where injnry of chance 
Pats back leave-taking, juatlei tmghly by 
AU time of pause, nidely begmles our Upa 
Of all rejoindnre, fixcibly preventi 
Our lock'd embrasures, strangles our dear ytnn 
Even in the tnrth of our own labouring breath : 
We two, that widi ao many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ounelvea 
With the nide brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious time now, with a robber's haste. 
Crams his rich thievery up, be knows not bow : 
As many fiirewells as be stars in heaven. 
With distinct breath and consign'd kisses to them. 
He fiimbles up into a loose adieu -, 
And scants us with a single lamish'd kiss. 
Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 

vCne. imiAim.] My Itwd ! U the lady rewJy » 
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Tro. Hark! jtmme ciU'd: Some say, the Genius 

90 

Cries, Come/ to faim that instantly must die.—* 
Bid tfaem have patieaoe; she shall come anon. 

Pan. Where are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind, 
or my heart wiU be blown vip by the root ! 

^ lEsit Pandanu. 

Cres. I must then to the Grecians? 

Tro, ^ No remedy. 

Cres, A woeful Cressid *mong8t the meny Greeks! 
When shall we see again ? 

Tro. Hear me, my lorei. fie thou but true of 
heart,— ^ 

Cres. I true! how now? what mlcked deem is this> 

Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly. 
For it is parting fixxn us : — 
I speak not, be thou true, as fearing thee; 
For I' will throw my glove to death himself, 
^^Tbat there'* no maculation in thy heart: 
But, be thou true, say I, to £uhion in 
My sequent protestation; be thou true. 
And I will see thee. 

Cres. O, you shall be exposed, my lord, to dangers 
As infinite as imminent! but, I'll be true. 

Tro. And I'll grow friend with danger. Wear this 
sleeve, 

Cres. And you this glove. Wken shall I see yoa ? 

Tro. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels. 
To give thee nightly v'lsitation. 
But yet, be true. 
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Cres. O heavens !^« be true, again ? 

Tro. Hear why I speak \t, love; 
The Grecian youths are full of quality; 
They*re kmng, well compos'd, with gifts of nature 

flowing. 
And swelling o'er with arts and exercise; 
How novelty may move, and parts \nth person, 
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy 
(Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin,) 
Makes me afeard. 

Cres. O heavens ! you love me not. 

Tro. Die I a villain then ! 
In this I do not call your £uth in question. 
So mainly as my merit: I cannot sing. 
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk. 
Nor play at subtle games ; fair virtues all. 
To which the Grecians are most prompt and preg- 
nant: 
But I can teU, that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dumb^discoursive devil. 
That tempts most cunningly : but be not tempted. 

Cm. Do you think, I will ? 

Tro. No. 
But something may be done, that we will not : 
And sometimes we are devils to ourselves. 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers. 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 

^ne. IfFitAin,] Nay, good my lord, 

Tro. Come, kiss; and let us part. 

Par. lfFHhin.2 Brother Troilus ! 
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Tro, Good brother, come you hither j 

And briog JEoetLa, and the Grecian^ with jou. 

Cres. My lord, will you be true? 

Tro, Who I ? alas, it is my vice, my liiuli: 
While others fish with craft for great opinion, 
1 with great truth catch mere simplicity; 
Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns, ^ 
With truth and plainness I do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth -, the moral of my wit 
Is — ^plain, and true, — there*s all the reach of it. 

Enter JEvEAS, Paris, Antenor, Deifhobus, 

and DiOMEDBS. 

Welcome, sir Diomed ! here is the lady. 
Which for Antenor we deliver you : 
At the port, lord, 1*11 give her to thy hand$ 
And, by the way, possess thee what she is. 
Entreat her fair; and, by my soul, feir Greek, 
If e*er thou stand at mercy of my sword. 
Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio, Fair lady Cressid, 

So please you, save the thanks this prince expects: 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek. 
Pleads your fair usage; and to Diomed 
You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously. 
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee. 
In praising her : I tell thee, lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-soaring o*er thy praises. 



J 
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SCENE V. 

Tke Grecian Cmnp. LUfs tet oni. 
Enter Aj AX, arm*d; Agamemnon^ Achilles^ Pa- 

TROCLUS^ MbN£LAUS> UlTS8£8j NbSTORj Ond 

Othen. 

j4gam. Here art thou in appointment fresh and fiir. 
Anticipating time ixdth starting courage. 
Grive with thj trumpet a loud note toTroj^ 
Thou dreadfU Ajax; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant. 
And hale him hither. 

4fax. ThoUj trumpet, there's mj purw. 

Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipet 
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek 
Out-swell the cholick of puffed Aquilon : 
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes flpout blood; 
Hiou blow'st for Hector. [Trwi^t iounds. 

Ufyst. No trumpet answers. 

Ackil, Tis but early days. 

Agmn. Is not yon Diomed, with Calchas' daughter ? 

Ufysi. "Us he, I ken die manner of his gait i 
He rises on the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiralMMi lifts him from tke earth. 

Enter Diomed, with Cressida. 

Agam. Is this the lady Cressid? 

Dio. Kvea ike. 
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Jgam. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet 
lady. 

Neat. Oar general doth salute you with a kiss. 

Ufyss. Yet is the kindness but particular ; 
Twere better, she were kiss*d in general. 

Nest, And very courtly counsel : Til begin. — 
So much for Nestor. 

Achii, I'll take that winter from your lips, fiur lady: 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men. I had good argument for kissing once. 

Patr. fiut that's no argument for kissing now : 
For thus popp'd Paris in his haidiment; 
And parted thus you and your argument. 

Ufyss. O deadly gall, and theme of all our scorns ! 
For which we lose our heads, to gild his horns. 

Fatr. The first was Menelaus* kiss $— this, mine : 
Patroclus kisses you. 

Men. O, this is trim ! 

Fatr. Paris, and I, kiss evermore fot him. 

Men. I'll have my kiss, sir: — Lady, by your leave. 

Cres. In kissing, do you render, or receive? 
. Patr. Both take and give. 

Cres. I'll make my match to live. 

The kiss you take is better: than you give; 
Therefore no kiss. 

Men. I'll give you boot, I'll give you three for one^ 

Ores. Your an odd man ; give even, or give none. 

Men, An odd man, lady ? every man is odd. 
. Cres, No, Paris is not j for, yoii know, 'tis true. 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 
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Men, You fillip me o*the head. 

Crei. No, 1*11 be sworn. 

Ufyss^ It were no matdi> your nail against his 
horn. — 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you? 

Cres. You may. 

Ulyss. I do desire it. 

Cres. Why, beg thett, 

Ulyss. Why then, for Venus' sake, give me a kiss. 
When Helen is a maid again, and his. 

Cres, I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due. 

Ulyss. Never's my day, and then a kiss of you. 

Dio, lady, a word; — I'll bring you to your fiither. 

[Diomed leads out Cressida. 

Nest. A woman of quick sense. 

Ufyss, Fie, fie upon her! 

There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip. 
Nay, her foot speaks; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 
O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue. 
That give a coasting welcome ere it comes. 
And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 
To every ticklish readerl set them down 
'^For sluttish spoils of opportunity. 
And daughters of the game. ITrumpci within. 

AU. The Trojan's trumpet. 

4g<m. 'Yonder comes the troop. 
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Achii. A maidea battle then?--0, 1 perceive you* 

Re-en/er D I o M £ D • 

Agam. Here is sir Diomed: — 6o> gentle knight^ 
Stand by our Ajax : as you and lor^ iEneas 
Consent upon the order of their £ight> 
So be it j either to the uttermost^ 
Or else a breath : the combatants being kin^ 
Half stints their strife before their strokes begin. 

\^Ajax and Hector enter the lists* 

Ulyss, They are oppos'd already. 

Agam. What Trojan is that same that looks so 
heavy ? 

Vfyss. The 3roungest son of Priam> a true knight $ 
Not yet mature, yet matchless; firm of word; 
Speaking in deeds> and deedless in his tongue; 
Not soon provok*d^ nor^ being provok*d, soon calm'd : 
His heart and hand both open^ and both free; 
For what he has^ he gives^ what thinks, he shows^ 
Yet gives he not till judgement guide his bounty. 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath: 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous j 
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes 
To tender objects j but he, in heat of action. 
Is more vindicative than jealous love : 
They call him Troilus; and on him erect 
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus says iEneas} one that knows the youth 
Even to hb inches, and, with private soul^ 

VOL. IX. H H 
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Did in great Ilion thus translate him to me. 

[^Alarum. Hector andAjaxfigkt* 

Agam. They are in action. 

Nest, Now^ Ajax^ hold thine own! 

Tro. Hector^ thou sleep'st; 

Awake thee ! 

Agam. His blows are well dlspos'd: — there, Ajax! 

Dio, You must no more. [Trumpets cease. 

JEne, Princes, enough, so please you. 

Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us fight again. 

Dio, As Hector pleases. 

Hect. Why then, vtiXL I no more:— 

Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son, 
A cousin-german to great Priam's seed; 
The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation 'twixt us twain : 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so. 
That thou could'st say — This hand is Grecian ail. 
And this is Trqfan; the sinetcs of this leg 
All Greek, and this all Troy; my mother's blood 
Rvns on the dexter cheek, and this sinister 
Bounds-'in my father's; by Jove tnultipotent. 
Thou should'st not bear firom me a Greekish member 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud : But the just gods gainsay. 
That any drop thou borrow' st from thy mother. 
My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword 
Be drain'd ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax : 
By him that thunders, thou hast lusty armsi 
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Hector would have them fall upon him thuss 
Cousin^ all honour to thee ! 

^'crx. I thank thee. Hector: 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 
1 came to kiU thee> cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

Hect. ^ Not Neoptolemus so mirable 
(On whose bright crest Fame with her loud*st O yes 
Cries^ This is he, J could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 

jEne, There is expectance here firom both the sidesj 
What further you will do* 

Beet. We'll answer it; 

The issue is embracement: — Ajax, farewells 

A/ as. If I might in entreaties find success, 
(As seld I have the chance,) I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio. *Tis Agamemnon's wish : and great Achilles 
Doth long to see unarm'd the valiant Hector. 

Hect, JEnesLS, caU my brother Troilus to me : 
And signify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part 9 
Desire them home. -^ Give me thy hand, my cousin; 
I will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 

y^jax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 

Hect. The worthiest of them tell me name by 
name; 
But for Achilles, my own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Jgam. Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one 



TROILUS AND CRESSmA. 43? 

ho, Jupiter is yonder, dealing Kfe; 
And I have seen thee pause, and take thy breathy 
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in^ 
Like an Olympian wrestling : This have I seen> 
But this thy countenance, still locked in steely 
I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire^ 
And once fought with him: he was a soldier good; 
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all. 
Never like thee : Let an old man embrace thee ; 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

J5Jiie. *Tis the old Nestor. 

Hect. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle^ 
That hast so long walked hand in hand with time : 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 

Nest, I would, my arms could match thee in con- 
tention. 
As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

Hect, I would they could. 

Nest, Ha! 
By this white beard, I*d fight wjth thee to-morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome ! I have seen the time— 

Ulyfis, I wonder now how yonder city stands^ 
When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Hect, I know your favour, lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah, sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead^ 
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In llion, on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulyss, Sir, I foretold you then what would ensue : 
My prophecy is but ^alf his journey yet j 
For yonder walls^ that pertly firont your towDj 
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Yon towers^ whose wanton tops do buss the clonds^ 
Must kiss their own feet. 

Hect, I must not believe you : 

There they stand yet; and modestly I thinks 
The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood: The end crowns all) 
And that old common arbitrator, time. 
Will one day end it. 

Uli/ss. So to him we leave it. 

Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome: 
After the general, I beseech you next 
To fessi with me, and see me at my tent. 

Achil. I shall forestall thee, lord Ulysses, thou I-^ 
•*Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee j 
I have with exact view perused thee. Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint. 

Hect. Is this Achilles? 

Achil, I am Achilles. 

HecL Stand fair, I pray thee: let me look on thee. 
Jchil. Behold thy fiU. 

Hect, Nay, I have done already. 

Achil. Thou art too brief; I will the second time. 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Hect. O, like a book of sport thou*lt read me o*er; 
But there's more in me, than thou understand*st. 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye } 
Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his 
body 
?^\ I destroy him ? whether there, there, or there J 
That I may give the local wound a name^ 
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And make distinct the very breach^ whereont 
Hector*8 great spirit flew : Answer me, heavens ! 

Hect. It would discredit the bless*d gods^ proud man. 
To answer such a question : Stand again : 
Think*8t thou to catch my life so pleasantly. 
As to prenominate in nice conjecture. 
Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

Achil. I tell thee, yea, 

Hect, Wert thou an oracle to tell me so, 
I*d not believe tbee. Henceforth guard thee well 3 
For ril not kill thee there, nor there, nor there; 
But, by the forge that stithy*d Mars his helm, 
1*11 kill thee every where, yea, o*er and o*er.— 
You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag, 
I^is insolence draws folly from my lips ; 
But rU endeavour deeds to match these words. 
Or may I neve r 

Jja»f Do not chafe thee, cousin 3—^ 

And you Achilles, let these threats alone, 
Till accident, or purpose, bring you to*t: 
You may have every day enough of Hector, 
If you have stomach ; the general state, I fear. 
Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him. 

Hect, I pray you, let us see you in tlie field | 
We have had pelting wars, lince you refus*d 
The Grecians* cause. 

Achil. Dost thou entreat me. Hector) 

To-morrow, do I meet thee, fell as death; 
To-night, all firiends, 

Utct, Thy hand upon that matcU. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

The Grecian Camp, Before Achillea Tent, 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

AcML 111 heat his blood with Greekish wine to* 
night. 
Which with my scimitar I'll cool to-morrow.— 
patroclus, let us feast him to the height. 

Fatr. Here comes Thersites. 

Ew^er Thersites. 

Achil. How now, thou core of envy ? 

^^Thou crusty batch of nature, what's the news? 

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, and 
Idol of idiot- worshippers, here's a letter for thee. 

Achil, From whence, fragment ? 

Ther, Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 

Patr, Who keeps tlie tent now? 

Ther» The surgeon's box, or the patient's wound. 

Patr. Well said, Adversit}' ! and what need these 
tricks? 

Ther, Pr'ythee be silent, boyj I profit not by thy 
talk ', thou art thought to be Achilles' male varlet. 

Patr, Male varlet, you rogue! what's that? 

Tfter, Why, his masculine whore. Now the rotten 
diseases of the south, the guts-griping, ruptures, ca-> 
tarrhs, loads o'gravel i'tbe back^ lethargies, cold pal« 
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and too little bloody they do, Til be a curer of madf 
men. Here's Agamemnon, — an honest fellow enough, 
and one that loves quails -, but he has not so much 
brain as ear-wax : *** And the goodly transformation of 
Jupiter there, his brother, the bull, — the primitive sta-f 
tue, and oblique memorial of cuckolds ; a thrifty 
shooing-hom in a chain, hanging at his brother*s leg, 
^to what form, but that he is, should wit larded 
with malice, and malice forced with wit, turn him to? 
To an ass, were nothing ; he is both ass and ox : to an 
ox were nothing ; he is both ox and ass. To be a dog, 
a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an owl, a 
puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would not care: 
but to be Menelaus, — I would conspire against de- 
stiny. Ask me not what I would be, if I were nbt 
Thersites; for I care not to be the louse of a lazar, so 
I were not Menelaus.— Hey-day! spirits and fires! 

Enter Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Aoamemnov, 
Ulysses, Nestor^ Menelaus^ andDiou^D,. 
with lights, 

Jgam. We go wrong, we go wrong. 
Jjax. No, yonder *tisj 

There, where we see the lights. 
Hect, I trouble you. 

Jjax. No^ not a whit. 
f/fysSf Here comes himself to guide yoy^ 



444 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 

Enter Achilles. 

AclUL Welcome, brave Hector 5 welcome, princes 

all. 
Agam, So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good 
night. 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 

Hect. Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks* ge- 
neral. 
Men. Good night, my lord. 
Hect. Good night, sweet Menelaus. 

Thar. Sweet draught : Sweet, quoth 'a ! sweet sink, 
fweet sewer. 

Achil Good night. 
And welcome, both to those that go, or tarry. 

Agam, Gpod night. \Exeunt Agam, and Men, 

AchiL Old Nestor tarries; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

LHo, I cannot, lord; I have important business. 
The tide whereof is now. — Good night, great Hector. 
Hect, Give me your hand. 
Ulyss, Follow his torch, he goes 

To Calchas* tent j Fll keep you company. 

[AHde to Troilui. 
Tro, Sweet sir^ you honour me. 
Hect. , And so good mght. 

[Exit Diomed; Ulysses and Troilus/oUamtfg, 
AchiL Come, come, enter my tent. 

[Exeunt Achilles, Hector, Ajax, and Nestor, 
Ther. That same Diomed*s a false-hearted rogae, a 
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most unjust knave ; I will no more trust him when 
he leers, than I will a serpent when he hisses : he 
will spend his mouth, and promise^ like Brabler the 
hound; but when he performs, astronomers foretell 
it; it is prodigious, there will come some change; the 
sun borrows of the moon, when Diomed keeps hii 
word. I will rather leave to see Hector^ than not to 
dog him : they say, he keeps a Trojan drab, 9Im1 uses 
the traitor Calchas* tent : Til after. — Nothing but le« 
chery ! all incontinent varlets ! ^ExiL 

SCENE II. 

The Same. Before Cakhas' Teni. 

Enter Diomed. 

Dio» What are you up here, ho ? speak. 
CaL [IVithin.'] Who calls? 
Dio, Diomed. — Calchas, I think. — ^Where's your 
daughter? 

CaL \}Vithini\ She comes to you. 

En^erTftOiLUS and Ulysses, at a distance; after 

them THEKSIT1.S, 

Ulyis. Stand where the torch may not discover us. 

Enter Cressida. 

Tro. Cressid come forth to him! 

Dio. How now, my charge } 
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Cres. Diotned,— • 

Dio, No, no^ good night : 1*11 be yowr fool no more, 

Tro. Thy better must. 

Cra, Hark, one word in yxnsr ear. 

Tro. O plague and madness ! 

Uli/ss. You are mov*d, prince j let us depart, I 
pray you, 
Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous ; 
The time right deadly ; I beseech you, go. 

Tro, Behold, I pray you ! 

Ufyss. Now, my good lord, go off : 

You flow to great destruction ; come^ my lord. 

Tro, I pr'ythee, stay. 

Ult/M, You have not patience ; come. 

Tro, I pray you, stay ; by hell, and all hell*s tor* 
ments, 
I will not speak a word. 

Dio, And so, good night. 

Cres. Nay, but you part in anger. 

Tro, Doth that grieve thee ? 

withered truth ! 

Ul^is, Why, how now, lord ? 

Tro. By Jove, 

1 will be patient. 

CV^. Guardian !— why, Greek ! 

Dio. Pho, pho ! adieu i you palter. 
Cres, In faith, I do not) come hither once again. 
UlifMs. You shake, my lord, at something; will 
you go? 
You will break out. 
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Crei. What this ? 

Dio. Ay, that. 

Cre$, Oi all: 70a ^ds !*— O. pretty pretty if^jdg&l 
Thy master now lies thiqking in his bed 
Of thee, and me $ and sighs, and takes nly glO¥f$> 
And gives ibeidctrkd dainty kisses to it, 
^8 I kiss theej<^Nay, do tiot sn&tcfa It front n)e| 
He, that takes that, must take my heart wIthaL 

Dio. I had your he^ft before,, this fbUoW^ it„ 
. Tro/ I did: swear patience. 

Cres, You shall not hav6 it^ Diotnedr^i^fiudiyou 
shaUnot; 
ril give you soaietl\ing:el^. : 

Dio. I will have this ; Whose was it ? 

Cres. . Tis do matter. 

Dio, Come, tiell me whote k Was* < 

Creg, Twas one's that lov'd me better than: yoa 
will. 
But, no^ yoQ have it, take it. 

Dio. Whosexrasit? 

Cres, ^ By all Diana's waiting-women yonder^ 
And by herself, I wiU not teU yoo ikrhose. 

Dio, To-morrow will I wear it on my helm ; 
And grieve lus spirit, that dares not challenge it. 

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor'st it on thy 
horn. 
It should he ch^leng^d. 

Cres, Well, well> 'ttsdobe, *tispa6t;«— Andy^t it 
is not ; 
I will not keep my word. 

VOL. IX. I X 
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Shall I not lie in publishing a truth ? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my hearty 
An esperance so obstinately strong. 
That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears 3 
As if those organs had deceptions functions^ 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Cressid here ? 

Ulyss, I cannot conjure, Trojan. 

Tro. She was not, sure. 

Ulyss, Most sure she was. 

Tro. Why, my negation hath no taste of madness. 

UI1/8S. Nor mine, my lord : Cressid was here but 
now. 

Tro. Let it not be believ'd for womanhood ! 
Think, we had mothers 5 do not give advantage 
To stubborn criticks — apt, without a theme, > 

For depravation, — to square the general sex 
By Cressid's rule : rather think this not Cressid. 

Ulyis. What hath she done, prince, that can soil 
our mothers ? 

Tro, Nothing at all, unless that this were she. 

Ther. Will he swagger himself out on's own eyes? 

Tro. This she ? no, this is Diomed's Cressida : 
If beauty have a soul, this is not she; 
If 8ou)s guide vows, if vows be sanctimony. 
If sanctimony be the gods' delight. 
If there be rule in unity itself. 
This was not she. O madness of discourse. 
That cause sets up with and against itself! 
Bi-fbld authority ! where reason can revolt 
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In his descent, than shaU my prompted sword 
Falling on Diomed. 

Ther. He*ll tickle it for his concupj. 

Tro. O Cressid ! O false Cressid ! false, falae^ hUse ! 
Let all untruths stand by thy stained name^ 
And they'll seem glorious. 

Ufyss, O, contain yourself j 

Your passion draws ears hither. 

Enter JEvEAS, 

Mne. I have been seeking you this hour, my lord: 
Hector, by this, is arming him in TVoy^ 
Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home. 

Tro. Have with you, prince :— 'My ooulteoas lord, 
adieu:— 
Farewell, revolted &ir! — and, Diomed, 
Stand 6i8t, and wear a castle on thy head! 

Ufyss. ril bring you to the gates. 

Tro. Accept distracted thanks. 

lExeunt TroUus, JEneas, and Ulysses, 

Ther, 'Would, I could meet that rogue Diomed! 
I would croak like a raven; I would bode, I woul^ 
bode. Patroclus will give me any thing for the hi- 
telligence qf this whore : the parrot will not do more 
for an almond, tiian he for a commodious drab. Le- 
cheiy, lecheiy ; still, ivtrars and lechery; nothing else 
hokls fishioQ : A burning devU take them! [Exit. 
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SCENE III. 

Troy. Before Priam's Palace. 

£it/er Hector onJ Andromache. 

And. When was my lord so much ungendy tern- 
per*d. 
To stop his ears against admonishment ? 
Unarm, imarm, and do not fight to-day. 

Hcct. You train me to offend you> get you in: 
By all the everlasting gods, 1*11 go. 

And. My dreams will^ sure, prove ominous to the 

day. 
Hect. No more, I say. 

£n/er Cassandra. 

Cas. Where is my brother Hector?. 

And. Here, sister ^ arm*d, and bloody in intent: 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition. 
Pursue we him on knees; for I have dreamt 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter. 

Cos. O, it is true. 

Hect; Ho ! bid my trumpet sound ! 

Cos. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet bro- 
ther. 
. Hect. Begone, I say : the gods have heard me swear. 

Cos, Hie gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows; 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 
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And, O ! be persuaded : Do not count it holy 
To hurt by being just: it is as lawful^ 
For we would give much^ to use violent thefts^ 
And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Cos. It is the purpose^ that makes strong the vow; 
But vows^ to every purpose^ must not hold : 
Unarm, sweet Hector. 

Hect, Hold you still, I sayj 

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate : 
Life every man holds dear; but the dear man 
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life.— 

En/erTaoiLVS. 

How now, young man ? meanest thou to fight to-day? 

And. Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 

[^Exit Cassandra, 

Hcct. No, 'faith, young Troilus ; doff thy harness^ 
youth, 
I am to-day i'the vein of chivalry : 
Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong. 
And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 
Unarm thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave boy^ 
I'll stand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tro. '"Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you. 
Which better fits a lion, than a man. 

Hect. What vice is that, good Troilus ? chide ma 
for it 

Tro. When many times the captive Grecians &}!, 
Even in the fan and wind of your fak sword^ 
You bid them rise^ and live. 
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To tdl thee — that this day is ominous : 
Therefore^ come back. 

Hect. ^neas b a-field; 

And I do stand engaged to many Greeks, 
Even in the &itb of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

Prt. But thou shalt not go. 

Hect, I roust not break my faith. 
You know me dutifid j therefore, dear sir. 
Let me not shame respect 5 but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice. 
Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Cos, O Priam, yield not to him. 

jind. Do not, dear ftther. 

Hect, Andromache, I am offended with you: 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 

[ExU Andromache* 

Tro. This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all these bodements. 

Cos. **0 ferewell, dear Hector. 

Look, how thou diest ! lode, how thy eye turns* pale ! 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents! 
Hark, how Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries out ! 
How poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth ! 
Behold, destruction, firenzy, and amazement. 
Like witless anticks, one another meet. 
And all cry-— Hector! Hector's dead ! O Hector! 

Tro, Away! — ^Away!— 

Cos. Farewell. — ^Yetj soft: — Hector, I take my 
leave: 
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive. [£xtV. 
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SCENE IF. 

Betxceen Troy and the Grecian Camp. 

Alarums : Excursions. Enter Th b rs i t e s . 

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another; 
1*11 go look on. That dissembling abominable variety 
Diomed, has got that same scurvy doting foolish 
young knave* s sleeve of Troy there^ in his helm: I 
would fmn see them meet; that that same young 
Trojan, ass^ that loves the whore there^ might send 
that Greekish whoremasterly villain^ with the sleeve, 
back to the dissembling luxurious drab, on a sleeve- 
less errand. O* the other side. The policy of those 
crafly swearing rascals, — that stale old mouse-eaten 
dry cheese, Nestor; and that same dog-fox, Ulysses, 
— is not prov*d worth a blackberry ! — They set me 
up^ in policy, that mongrel cur, Ajax, against that 
dog of as bad a kind, Achilles: and now is the cur 
Ajax prouder than the cur Achilles, and will not arm 
to-day; whereupon the Grecians begin to proclaim 
barbarism, and policy grows into an ill opinion. Soft ! 
here come sleeve, and t*other. 

Enter Diomed, Tsloilvs following. 

• ji 

Tro. Fly not; for, .shouldst thou take the river Styx, 
I would swim after. 

Dio. Thou dost miscall retire: . 
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Tell her^ I have chastis'd the amorous Trojan, 
And am her knight by proof. 

S^rv. I go, my lord* 

lExU Serumt. 

Enter AoAU^MVov. 

Agam. Renew, renew ! The fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Menon: bastard Margareloa^' 
Hath Doreus prisoner; 
And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam. 
Upon the pashed corses of the kings 
Epistrophus and Cedius: Polixenes is slain; 
Amphimachus, and Thoas, deadly hurt; 
Patroclus ta'en, or slain; and Palamedea 
Sore hurt and bruis*d : the dieadfiil Sagittaij 
Appals pur numbers; haste we, Diomed, 
To reinforcement^ or we perish all. 

Enter Nestob. 

Nest, €ro, bear Patroclus* body to Achilles; 
And bid the snail-pac*d Ajax arm for shames- 
There is a thousand Hectors in the field: 
Now here he fights on Galathe^^ his horse. 
And there lacks work ; anon, he*s there afoot. 
And there they fly, of die, like scaled scuUs 
Before die belching whale; then is he yonder. 
And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge. 
Fall down before him, like the mower's swath : 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves, and takes; 
Dexterity so obeying appetite. 
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Tliat what he will> he does ; and does so much^ 
That proof is calVd impossibility. 

Enter Ulysses. 

Ulyss, O, courage^ courage^ princes ! great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance : 
Patroclus' wounds have rous*d his drowsy blood. 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 
That noseless, handless, hack*d and chipp*d, come to 

him. 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend, * 

And foams^at mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it. 
Roaring for Troilusj who hath done to-day 
Mad and :totastick execution j 
Engaging and redeeming of himself. 
With such a careless force, and forceless care,^ 
As if that luck, in very spite of cunning. 
Bade him win all. 

Enter Ajax, 

Ajax. TroUus ! thou coward Troilus ! [£«/• 

Dio, Ay, there, there. 

Nest. So, so, we draw together. 

JEn/er AcuiLLES* 

AchU, Where is this Hector? 

Come, come, thou boy-queller, show thy fece; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hector! where's Hector? I will none but Hector. 

[^Exemt, 
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SCENE VI. 

Another Fart of the Field. 

Enter Ajax. 
Ajax. Troiius^ thou coward Troilus, show thy head! 

Enter Diomed. 

Dio, Troiliis, I say ! where*s Troilus ? 
Ajax, What would'st thou ? 

Di'j. I would correct him. 

Ajax. Were I the general^ thou should*st have my 
office. 
Ere that correction:— Troilus, I say! what, Troilus! 

Enter TaoiLus. 

Tro. O traitor Diomed!— turn thy false face, thou 
traitor. 
And pay thy life thou ow*st me for my horse ! 
IHo. Ha ! art thou there ? 
Ajax. 1*11 fight with him alone : stand, Diomed. 
Dio, He is my prize, I will not look upon. 
Tro. Come both, you cogging Greeks; have at yon 
both. ' [Exevntyjighting. 

Enter Hbctor. 

Hectt Yea, Troilus ? O, well fought, my youngest 
brother! 
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SCENE VI I. 

The Same. 

Enter Ac h i l L e s, uiih Myrmidons. 

AdtU. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons ; 
Mark what I say. — ^Attend me where I wheel : 
Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath ; 
And when I have the bloody Hector found, ' 
Empale him with your weapons round about/ 
In fellest manner execute your arms. 
FoUow me, sirs, and my proceeding eye :— 
It is decreed — Hector the great must die. [Exeunt. 

SCENE FIJI. 

The Same. 
Enter Menelaus and Pari s,^ghting ; then 

TllERSITES. 

Ther. The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker are at 
it: Now, bull! now, dog! *Loo, Paris, 'loo! now my 
double-henn'd sparrow! *loo, Paris, 'loo! The bull 
has the game: — 'ware horns, ho! 

[Exeunt Paru and Menelau* 

Enter Margarblon. 

Mar. Turn, slave, and fight 
Ther. What art thou ? 

VOL. IX. K K 
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Mar. A bastard son of Priam's. 

Ther. I am a bastard too; I love bastards: I am a 
bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mind, 
bastard in valour, in every thing illegitimate. One 
bear will not bite another, and wherefore should one 
bastard? Take heed, the quarreVs n^ost ominous to 
us : if the son of a whore fight for a whore, he tempts 
judgement: Farewell, bastard. 

Mar. The devil take thee, coward ! ^Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 

Another Part of the Field. 
Enta Hector. 

Htct. Most putrified core, so fair without. 
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 
Now is my day's work done; I'll take good breath : 
Rest, sword; thou hast thy fill of blood and death ! 
\^Puts of his helmet, and hangs his shield behind him. 

Enter Ac u i l l es and Myrmidons. 

Achil. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set; 
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels: 
Even with the vail and darkening of the sun. 
To close the day up. Hector's life is done. 

Hect. **I am unarm*d; forego this vantage, Greek. 

Achil. Strike, fellows, strike; this is the man I 
seek. [Hector faUs. 

So, llion, fall thou next! now, Troy, sink down; 
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Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone.— 
On, Myrmidons; and cry you all amain, 
AchiUcs hath //le mighty Hector slain. 

\^A retreat sounded. 
Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part. 

Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord. 
AchU. The dragon wing of night o'erspreads the 
earth, 
*® And, stickler-like, the armies separates. 
My half-supp'd sword^ that frankly would have fed^ 
Pleas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. — 

[Sheaths his sword. 
Come, tie his body to my horse*s tail ; 
Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Exeunt. 

SCENE X. 

The Same. 

En/fr Agamemnon, Ajax, Menblaus, Nestor, 
DiOMEDBS, and Others, marching. Shouts within, 

Jgam. Hark! hark! what shout is that? 

Nest. Peace, drums. 

[fVUhin.-] AchiUes! 

Achilles ! Hector*s slain ! Achilles ! 

Dio. The bruit is — Hector's slain, and by Achilles. 

Ajax. If it be so, yet bragless let it be j 
Great Hector was as good a man as he. 

Agam. March patiently along: — Let one be sent 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent. — 
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Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives^ 

Cold statues of the youth] and^ m a word^ 

Scare Troy out of itself. But^ march^ away: 

Hector is dead ^ there is no more to say. 

Stay yet;— You vile abominable tents, 

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains^ 

Let Titan rise as early as he dare^ 

ni through and through you! — And thou, great-siz'd 

coward ! 
No space of earth shall sunder our two hates; 
1*11 haunt thee like a wicked conscience still. 
That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy thoughts. — 
Strike a free march to Troy! — with comfort go: 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 

[Exeunt JEneas, and Trqjans, 

As Troilus is going out, enter, from the other side, 

Pandarus. 

Pan, But hear you, hear you ! 

Tro. Hence, broker lackey ! ignomy and shame 
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name ! 

[Exit Troilus. 

Pan. A goodly med*cine for my aching bones!-— 
O world ! world ! world ! thus is the poor agent de- 
spis'd ! O traitors and bawds, how earnestly are ypu 
set a'work, and how ill requit^ ! Why should our 
endeavour be so loved, and the performance so 
loathed? what verse for it? what instance for it? — 
Let me see : — 
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' A PROLOGUE anrid; — ] I come here to speak 
the prologue^ and come in armour; not defying the 
audience J in confidence of either the author's or actor's 
abilities^ but merely in a character suited to the sub- 
ject^ in a dress of war^ before a warlike play. 

JOHNSON. 

* heofi dtr the vaunt andjirstlings — ] Tlie vaunt, 
i. e. the axiaunt, what went before. 

^ and spirit of sense &c.] In comparison with 

Cressid'j hand, says he> the spirit of sense, the utmost 
degree^ the most exquisite power of sensibility^ which 
implies a soft hand^ since the sense of touching^ as 
Scaliger says in his Exerdtations, resides chiefly in 
the fingers^ is hard as the callous and insensible palm 
of the ploughman. Warburton reads^ 

s pite of sense: 
Hanmer, 



•to th* spirit of sctise. 



It is not proper to make a lover profess to praise his 
mistress in spite of sense; for though he often does it 
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word lifter is used for a thief, by Green, in his Art of 
Coney-catching f printed ISgi: on this the humour of 
the passage maybe supposed to turn. We still call 
a person who robs the shops^ a shop* lifter. 

STEEVENS. 

• I give to both your speeches ^^ which xveresuch. 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass; and such again. 
As venerable Nestor, hatched in silver. 
Should — — knit all Greeks* ears. 
To his experienced tongue: — ] 
Ulysses begins his oration with praising those who 
had spoken before him^ and marks the characteristick 
excellencies of their different eloquence, strength, and 
sweetness, which he expresses by the different metals 
on which he recommends them to be engraven for the 
instruction of posterity. The speech of Agamemnon 
is such that it ought to be engraven in brass, and the 
tablet held up by him on the one side, and Greece on 
the other, to shew the union of their opinion. And 
Nestor ought to be exhibited in silver, uniting all his 
audience in one mind by his sofl and gentle elocution. 
Brass is the common emblem of strength, and silver 
of gentleness. We call a soft voice a silver voice, and 
a persuasive tongue a silver tongue.— I once read for 
hemd, the band of Greece, but I think the text right. — 
To hatch is a term of art for a particular method of 
engraving. Hatcher, to cut, Fr. Johnson. 

• JVhen that the general is not like the hive,] The 
meaning is, JVhcn the general is not to the army like 
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'• Must tarre the mastiffs on, — ] Tarre, an old 
English word signifying to provoke or urge on. See 
King John, jfct 4. Scene 1. 

like a dog 

Snatch at his master that doth tar him on. 

ropE. 

'^ when AchiUes*h rach — ] He calls Patroclus, 

in contempt^ Achilles* brack, i. e. dog. 

" •m any thousand dismes — "] Dismes is the 

iythe, the tenth, 

'• j§nd do a deed that fortune &c.] If I understand 
this passage^ the meaning is, *' Why do you, by cen- 
*' suring the determination of your own wisdoms, 
*' degrade Helen, whom fortune has not yet deprived 
*' of her value, or against whom, as the wife of Paris, 
" fortune has not in this war so declared, as to make 
** us value her less ?'* This is very harsh, and much 
strained. jounson. 

^ '-^-^the performance of our heaving spleens,"] The 
execution of spite and resentment. 

** xcithout drawing their massy irons—] That is, 

without drawing their swords to cut the web. They use 
no means but those of violence. j o h n so n . 

•* underwrite — ] Is subscribe, and to subscribe. 

In Shakspeare, is, to obey, 

^ seam,] Grease. To this day, in Devon- 

shire, goose grease is called goose seam. 

•* ril pheeze his pride:] To pheeze is to comb or 
curry. 

** iwy disposer Cr««<ifl—] I do not understand 

the word disposer, nor know what to substitute in its 
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in English^Poor innocent! Poor fool! hast not slept 
to^nigktf These appellations are very well answered 
by the Italian word capocckio: for capocchio signifies 
the thick head of a dub; and thence, naetaphorically, 
a head of not much brain, a sot, dullard, heavy gull. 

THEOBALD. 

'* throw my glare at death himself.'] i. e. chal- 
lenge death himself in defence of thy fidelity. 

^ rU answer to my lust,] To my lust is, as it 
pleases me. Lust is pleasure. German. 

^ -"-^sluttish spoils of opportunity,] Corrupt 
wenches, of whose chastity eveiy opportunity may 
make a prey. johnson. 

^ Not Neoptolemus so miiable,] That is to say, 
'* You, an dd veteran warrior, threaten to k'dl me, 
" when not the young son of Achilles (who is yet to 
" serve his apprentisage in war, under the Grecian 
generals, and on that account called Ncoir7oA2ju^) 
dare himself entertain such a thought.'* But Shak- 
speare meant another tort of man, as is evident firom. 

On whose bri^t crest, &c. 
Which characterises one who goes foremost and alone : 
and caa therefore suit only one, which one was Achil- 
les; as Shakspeare himself has drawn him. 
The great Achilles, whom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host. 
And again. 
Whose glorious deeds but in these fields of late. 
Made emulous missions 'mongst the gods themselves. 
And drove great Mars to fiiction. 
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After all this contention it is difficult to imagine 
that the critic believes mirabie to have been changed to 
irascible, I should sooner read. 

Not Neoptolemus th* admirable ; 
as I know not whether mirabie can be found in any 
other place. The correction which the learned com- 
mentator gave to Hanmer, 

Not Neoptolemus* sire so mirabie, 
as it was modester than this, was preferable to it. 
But nothing is more remote from justness of senti- 
ment, than for Hector to characterise Achilles as tlie 
father of Neoptolemus, a youth that had not yet ap- 
peared in arms, and whose name was therefore much 
less known than his father*s. My opinion is, that by 
Neoptolemus the author meant Achilles himself; and 
remembering that the son was Pyrrhus Neoptolemus, 
considered Neoptolemus as the nomen gentilitium, and 
thought the father was likewise Achilles Neoptole- 
mus. JOHNSON. 

Shakspeare certainly u^^ Neoptolemus for Achil- 
les. Wilfride Holme, the author of a poem called 
The Fall and evil Successe of Rebellion, &c. J 537> had 
made the same mistake before him, as the following 
stanza will shew : 

" Also the triumphant Troyans victorious, 
'* By Anthenor and ^neas false confederacie, 

'* Sending Polidamus to Neoptolemus, 
''Who was vanquished and subdued by their conspiracie. 

'' O dolorous fortune, and fatal Iniserie ! 

For multitude of people was there mortificate 
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clamorous sorrow of Cassandra was copied by the au- 
thor from Lidgate. 

** bastard Margarelon,] This circumstance 

was taken from Lidgate. 

Which when the valiant knight, Margarelon, 
One of king Priam's bastard children,'* &c. 

STJBEVENS. 

47 __ ^ Galathe his horse,] From The Three De^ 
structions of Troy is taken this name given to Hector*8 
horse. theorald, 

*^ I am vTiamCd; forego this ^vantage, Oreek,] Hec- 
tor, in Lidgate's poem, falls by the hand of Achilles; 
but it is Troilus who, having been inclosed round 
by the Myrmidons, is killed after his armour had been 
hewn from his body, which was aRerwards drawn 
through the field at the horse*s tail. The Oxford Edi' 
tor, I believe, was misinformed 3 for in the old story- 
book of The Three Destructions of Troy, I find like- 
wise the same accoimt given of the death of Troilus. 
There may, however, be variation in the copies, of 
which there are very many. — Heywood, in his Rape 
ofLucrece, l636, seems to have been indebted to 
some such book as Hanmer mentions. 

Had puissant Hector by Achilles' hand 
Dy'd in a single nionomachie, Achillea 
^' Had been the worthy; but being slain by odds, 
^' The poorest Myrmidon had as qiuch honour 
^' As feint Achilles in the Trojan's death." 

8TEEVENS. 

^ And, stickler-A'Ae, — 1 A stickler was one who 
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